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THE SISTEES OE SOLEUKE. 



CHAPTER I. 

In the year 1579, in the evening of a soft September 
day, I must beg my readers to accompany me to the 
hall of a small oastle in the canton of Solenre, in 
Switzerland. 

It was a long, high room, lighted by two rows of 
narrow windows, placed one above the other, the lower 
row being not less than six feet from the gronnd. 

A third part of the floor was raised a step higher 
than the remainder, and was covered with a carpet. 
A large table, which nsnally stood in the centre of the 
dais, had been drawn on one side to make way for a 
heavy conch, placed near the edge of the carpet, that 
its occupant might receive warmth from the huge fire- 
place which occupied the middle part of the wall oppo- 
site the windows. On the hearth, some huge pine logs 
were burning. At one end of the hall hung three 
pictures, the centre one representing a man in armor. 
The other two were figures of ladies in high frills and 
square bodices, with large eyes and sallow complex- 






4 THE SISTEaS OF SOLEUBE. 

ions. On the opposite wall were suspended yarions 
tattered banners, some msty armor, and one of the 
long horns nsed by the Alpine shepherds to call their 
flocks together when scattered upon the mountains. 
A large table near the fireplace, a small one near the 
conch, sundry high-back chairs, and stools and benches 
scattered about, completed the furniture of this some- 
what gloomy and comfortless apartment. Two silver 
lamps, placed on the small table, lighted that part of 
the room near the couch ; but as the twilight deepened 
into night, the windows, with their uncurtained faces, 
looked higher and darker, and the lower end of the 
hall was shrouded in gloom, except when the logs with 
which, from time to time, the fire was replenished, blaz- 
ing up into sudden flame, cast a flickering and uncertain 
glare into the dark comers, and tiirew the tattered 
banners into grotesque shadows upon the wall. 

But no eye regarded these changes. The sole occu- 
pant of the hall was too deeply engrossed with her own 
thoughts to cast a glance at outward objects. 

Extended on the couch lay a lady, evidently in mid- 
dle life, whose pale features and attenuated frame still 
gave an idea of the grace and beauty which had once 
been hers in an eminent degree. The hollow cough 
which occasionally broke the stillness of the room, and 
the whole aspect of the invalid, indicated too surely the 
presence of that fatal disease — consumption. 

She had expressed a desire for sleep in order to be 
left alone, but she had only closed her eyes — her mind 
was too painfully occupied to permit her to sleep. 

Death, she knew, was not far ofiF. For herself she 
feared him not ; but she had a husband and two fair 
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daaghters to leave ; and for the latter she wept snch 
tears as happily few dying mothers have cause to shed. 

She was a member of the Reformed Ghnrch ; her 
husband was a steady and determined Romanist. Pas- 
sionate love on his part, desolation and utter defence- 
lessness on hers, had led her early in life to unite her- 
self to one whose power could, and whose love pro- 
mised to shield her from the dangers of an orphan state. 
And his love had never failed, though for months 
together they had been parted : he, engaged in active 
service with the armies of the Duke of Savoy, and in 
high honor with his master ; she, occupied in quietly 
watching over the health and education of her children 
on his estate in Soleure. 

Warmly bigoted to the Church of Rome were both 
the Duke and Duahess of Savoy, and the simple fact of 
the religion of the lady of Count Julien prevented her 
sharing any portion of the regard bestowed upon her 
husband ; but, after her death, she doubted not that the 
kindly heart of the Duchess would incline her to desire 
the attendance at court of the daughters of her old 
and faithful servant — and how, without a mother's 
care, would these young girls be able to resist the 
fascinations and temptations to which they would be 
exposed 7 

Such thoughts were not new to the poor mother ; 
but her sense of duty to her husband had prevented 
her from laying all her anxieties before their children. 
Besides, much as she loved them and they loved her, 
the manners of that age prevented the free interchange 
of feeling which makes the homes of our day so happy 
and so sheltered. Children treated with openness, aqd, 
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as years roll on, with friendship, by their parents, cling 
more and more closely, and yet respectfnlly, aronnd 
those who deal thns wisely with them. Blessed — thrice 
blessed I — ^is the influence of a Christian, loving mother; 
and when to this is added the strong affection and wise 
leading of a Christian father, the home so adorned is 
indeed a sheltered one. 

Religions differences in parents form necessarily a 
painful and effectual barrier to union and openness. 
But the wife of Count Julien possessed the exquisite 
tact which enabled her to hold up the father of her 
daughters as the object of their highest reverence and 
love, while she instilled as decidedly as possible into 
their youthful minds principles entirely opposed to the 
religion he professed. 

The Countess had labored to keep her children 
from error by filling their minds with truth. She had 
carefully abstained from all abnse of her husband's 
religion, nor had she ever brought before them any of 
those fearful histories of persecution with which the 
annals of Rome abound, and in which her true fol- 
lowers glory. But as the time drew near that she 
must die, she was resolved to open to her children 
certain passages in her own history which she had 
hitherto kept from them, and this evening she had 
directed that they should be ready to attend her for 
the recital. 

Between the thoughts of the past and the dread of 
the future, she had been almost overpowered ; but she 
was a Christian. It was not long before her trust 
in her heavenly Father's love, and her faith in His 
promises, came to her aid in this dark hour of anguish. 
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She poured out her heart in prayer and was com- 
forted. She had a painful duty to perform, and she 
prayed for strength and gra<;e to fulfil it aright. 

After a while the nurse crept in. 

"I am not asleep, Marien," said the lady. *'Are 
my daughters ready ?" 

" They only await your commands, dearest lady." 

"You have told them my request that they will 
not agitate me 7 Poor children I" she added, sighing, 
** how little do they realize that they will so soon be 
motherless I" 

The nurse could reply only with her tears. She 
bad lired in the castle since the elder of the two 
daughters of the countess had required her services 
as a foster-mother, and her love to her mistress was 
unbounded. 

''Bring some of that cordial, nurse. Raise my 
pillows; — and now call my children." 

Presently the two girls entered, with their em- 
broidery-frames in their hands, as she had desired. 

Marie, the elder, was a tall, slight, graceful girl of 
eighteen. Beatrice, two years younger, small, exqui- 
sitely formed, and with a face upon which all who 
gazed loved to dwell. 

The poor mother's voice faltered as they knelt to 
receive her blessing, and her hands trembled as she 
laid them on their heads. It was but a moment's 
weakness. She smiled as they rose from their knees 
and stood beside her; but seeing that they could 
scarcely restrain their tears, she withheld every ex- 
pression of affection, except one loving kiss which 
she gave to each. 
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** Sit down, dear girls," said she ; "I have much I 
wisb to say to you." 

Marien brought chairs, and having placed them 
near the small table, retired. 

The girls bent over their frames to conceal their 
starting tears. 

Their mother gazed at them with inexpressible 
affection, and then, shading her eyes with her hand, 
she began : — 

" I have never told you anything of my own early 
years, my children. It was not for you to inquire 
into your mother's history. I should not now open 
it out to you unless I were likely to leave you. But 
there is that which no tongue but mine should impart 
to you." 

She remained perfectly still for a few moments. 
The castle clock struck the hour of seven. Her eyes 
were closed. At length, in a low voice, she con- 
tinued : — 

"I see it now — it can never be effaced from my 
memory — the chalet in the mountains in which I lived 
with my dear father. In the valley of Lauterbrunen, 
in the Bernese Alps, was I born." 

She stopped. A look of pain passed over her face. 
Her hollow cough alone broke the stillness of the 
room. 

'* This warns me," continued she, 'Hhat I must spare 
my voice as much as possible. I once began to write 
a little account of my birthplace and early years, in 
case I should be removed suddenly from you. I never 
finished it. Read, Marie, what I wrote." 



THB SISTEBS Of SOLXUBX. 9 

Marie, taking a paper from her hand, read as fol- 
lows : — 

''If you pass from this valley through the defile 
which bounds our view to the right, few are the sum- 
mer days from which you cannot see in the horizon a 
range of mountains, with their sunny heads rising like 
clouds into the sky. They are the Bernese Alps. I 
sometimes think that one breeze from those mountains 
would cure my complaint — one draught from their 
mountain streams refresh me more than buckets from 
the tamer waters of the valleys here. Yet should I 
shudder at the blasts that blow down in winter from 
their frozen summits. The valley of Lauterbrunen 
is high among these mountains. From the lakes 
below, the ascent is so continuous, and so steep, that 
it seems to the traveller as if he would be lost in the 
clouds before my native valley is attained. Magnifi- 
cent pine forests clothe the hills te their summits. 
Dashing and roaring waters rush down their sides, 
sometimes in heavy cascades, sometimes in the deep 
beds of rivers. Abrupt rocks frown at every turn, 
and seem inclined to fall and crush the daring travel- 
ler who ventures to scale the defile. Once reached, 
my native valley appears sheltered from the stir and 
turmoil of this lower world, and might be supposed, 
indeed, to be the abode of happiness and peace. The 
entrance to it is through a narrow defile, which opens 
gradually into a vast basin. The rays of even a 
summer sun scarcely reach the bottom of it till the 
day is far advanced. How often have I seen his first 
rays tip with exquisite rosy light the edge of the rock 
high above the entrance to the valley. As the basin 
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sister I my sister 1 would we were again together as ia 
oar days of yoath, when we had no thoughts hidden 
from each other — gone, gone— worse than dead I Night 
and day have I prayed for thee I On that subject I 
cannot write. 

" Years passed by unheeded. We grew on, my sister 
and I, and in our father we had all a mother's as well 
as a father's love. I needed no more. Then the spoiler 
came. How can I tell the tale ? In one of the many 
struggles for victory between the Komanists and the 
members of the faith we profess, a band entered our 
valley. Christians call you them ? No. Bobbers, 
spoilers, murderers, led on by one who knew every cot- 
tage in the place too well. He urged them on; all 
brethren of the same nation^-the same blood. They 
broke into every house — spoiled and murdered. The 
infants and the mothers were scarcely spared. A 
smiling happy village in the morning was, in a few 
hours, a desolate ruin. 

" My father was in the church, and surrounded by 
his usual congregation, when the band of spoilers 
rushed in. They tore him from the very steps of the 
altar I They seized him and dragged him away I" 

Here the narrative broke off abruptly. 

'^ I could not write it, Marie," said the Countess ; 
" I must tell you the rest." 

She raised herself from among the pillows, her fa.ce 
flushed with unnatural excitement. The remembrance 
of the scene had aroused her. The force of mind over- 
came the bodily weakness. In a strong voice she co a- 
tinued : — 

" I had gone up the mountain's side, at my father's 
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request, to visit a sick woman. I was sitting by her 
bed, when one of the village children rushed into the 
room, and flinging herself into mj arms, told me, in 
broken accents, what had happened. My father was 
my sole thought. I flew down the path that led to the 
village, and when I reached it, oh, what a sight I I 
passed our happy home — it was burning still. Flames 
were issuing from the church; people were rushing 
frantically about — mothers, with little ones clinging to 
them; the dead and the dying scattered everywhere. 
My father I Where was he ? I heard voices say, * They 
have carried the pastor with them.' I followed down 
the defile, the river roaring and dashing by my side, 
and the tall pines waving over my head. I saw them 
not — I heard them not, at the time, but their mournful 
sound mingles in my horrible memory of that day. 
League after league I hurried on. I had never been 
so far from home ; yet on I went ; not a person I saw. 
Suddenly I heard a cry — such a sound of agony — ^it 
was my father's voice. I had never heard such a sound 
from him before, but I felt it was his voice. From the 
rocks on the left the sound proceeded. 

" I rushed up a narrow pathway which ]ed from the 
main road. The only living things about me were the 
birds, which started up before my feet. I seemed alone 
in the mighty solitude. I stood and listened. Again 
I heard that voice ; high and higher up it sounded. 
How my strength lasted, I know not, but I felt no 
fatigue. Upwards I pressed till I reached a small 
platform, or level space, with a precipitous rock above, 
and a deep, narrow chasm below. There, on the plat- 
form, stood a band of men, and one whom I well knew 
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at their head. I broke through them. They conid not 
keep me from him. There, boand and bleeding, his 
bare limbs extended on the hard rock — there lay my 
father. He was senseless. Their cruel blows had 
drained away his life-blood. I knelt beside him, and 
lifted his dear head and laid it on my bosom, and his 
gray hairs, clotted with blood, were spread over my 
shoulder. 'Father, dear father!' was all I could say. 
The savages seemed awed for a moment. My voice 
roused him. He opened his eyes. 

'* * Marie, 1 have not renounced my faith ; I will not 
worship the Virgin. I have clung to Jesus ; he is with 
me — my Saviour.' 

" Precious words I never to be forgotten. It was 
but for a moment that their fury was hushed. They 
heard these words, and, with savage yells, they came 
around us. 

'"The heretic! — the hell-hound I — dash him to 
pieces 1' 

" They tore him from me. My weak arms could not 
hold him. Oh, would they had killed me, too I 

" They seized him. ' Recant 1 — recant 1' — they 
shrieked. Not a word from my father. 

" ' Throw him down I' 

" Ah me I They held me in their strong and cruel 
arms. I saw them di^g him nearer and nearer the 
edge of that awful chasm. My head reeled, but I had 
sense left to see them lift him up, and then hurl him 
down — down ! Not a groan from him — not a sound — 
but the rushing fall through the clear air. I heard the 
shout of hellish triumph as they leaned over the cliff to 
watch the fall, and I saw and heard no more." 
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She pressed her hand to her eyes, and fell back among 
the pillows. Suddenly she sprung to her feet, and stood 
by the side of the coach. She had not used such an 
exertion for days. Her face was flushed with a bright 
glow that looked like health ; her voice was full and 
strong. 

" Come and kneel before me, my children." 

Tremblingly they obeyed. Their tears, which had 
flowed in torrents at their mother's recital, were checked 
with awe 'at her unusual manner. 

" Now," said she, " swear — swear by all you hold 
sacred on earth, by all your hopes of heaven, that no 
power shall ever induce you to become members of the 
idolatrous and bloody Church of Rome ; that Church, 
drunk with the blood of saints ; the Church that mur- 
ders the souls of her own children, and the bodies of all 
who oppose her. Swear I — swearl" added she, earnestly. 

** Swear not," said a deep and solemn voice that 
startled the whole party. The two girls sprang to 
their feet, and turned towards the place whence the 
voice proceeded. An aged man, of most venerable 
aspect, was advancing from the lower end of the hall, 
where he had stood for some time, the unperceived 
hearer of all that passed. When the lady saw him, she 
extended her arms towards him, and he reached her in 
time to prevent her falling to the ground. He re- 
ceived her in his arms, and laid her again on her couch. 

** Thank God," she murmured, as, with an expression 
of perfect peace and confidence, she rested her head on 
his arm. 

" No, lady," he said ; " ask for no promises. If thy 
young daughters be beguiled by Rome'^ flatteries, oaths 



16 THE BISTERS OF SOLEURE. 

would not bind them. They are already pledged to be 
soldiers of the Cross. Trust that they will live and 
die on the Lord's side." 

" As you will, my father," whispered the lady, whose 
strength, exhausted by her late excitement, was fast 
failing. " I am going, father I Death draws near ; 
help me — ^teach me I" 

" Canst thou forgive ?" asked he, in a low voice. 

" All — all — as I hope to be forgiven I" 

He whispered a name. 

" Father, I have prayed. I have forgiven him. May 
God convert him I" 

A few questions as to her faith. It was founded on 
One who is faithful — on Him who alone can help in 
that hour to which all must come — the hour when 
hearts and flesh fail — that hour at which, if the soul 
has no hidden rock to rest on, it is lone and desolate 
indeed. " In the hour of death, and in the day of 
judgment, good Lord, deliver us 1" 



CHAPTER II. 

The Countess was carried to her sleeping-room. 
Nurses from the valley were summoned, but nothing 
could retard the rapid advance of death. The exer- 
tion she had made had broken a blood-vessel, which 
bled inwardly. Her daughters were removed from her 
side, but they could not retire to rest. It was a beauti- 
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fill night. They opened a glass door which overlooked 
the small terrace-garden which the castle walls inclosed, 
and stepped forth, arm in arm, to breathe the cool 
^ight air. 

The castle was bnilt on a rock, which rose abruptly 
from the edge of a deep river. A natural cleft in the 
rock divided it from the adjoining hills. Over this' 
cleft was thrown a drawbridge, which, in former days, 
had been carefully drawn up every night, and the port- 
cullis at its entrance always kept closely barred. A 
steep and narrow path wound from the drawbridge 
into the valley, and formed the only means of access 
to the castle. The naturally abrupt rock above the 
river had been made more perpendicular by art, and 
rose up from the valley like a lofty wall. 

The castle stood at some little distance from the 
edge of the rock, and the intermediate space was laid 
out in broad walks and terraces. The pleasantest of 
these ran parallel with the castle, at the edge of the cliff, 
bounded on that side by a low wall, and shaded on the 
other by lime-trees, planted at irregular distances. At 
either end of this terrace stood a small summer-house 
•:— a little square building, open on three sides. 

The full moon, lately risen, now lighted up the 
beautiful view which the terrace commanded, but it 
spread forth its beauties that night unregarded by the 
sisters, though the quiet scene haxl an imperceptible 
effect in soothing their troubled minds. 

These fair girls were rising into womanhood at a 

time when men's passions were often inflamed, and 

their reason blinded by religious differences. The old 

cruelties of Rome had provoked the modern cruelties 

2 
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of sectarianism. Of the religion of Jesns Christ the 
distinguishing mark had formerly been, ''See how 
these Christians love one another 1" This mark had 
often been nearly obliterated by religions fanaticism ; 
and it might frequently have been more trnly said, 
''See how these Christians hate one another I" Yet, 
amidst all the darkness and turbulence of the times, 
the torch of truth was firmly grasped by many hands ; 
and as one after another caught the sacred flame, the 
hope arose in the minds of the enthusiastic that the 
days of millennial peace and glory were not far dis- 
tant. ^But Rome was wide awake to the danger of 
losing the power which she had wielded, almost un- 
challenged, for centuries over the whole of Europe- 
Many great, many clever, many holy men there were 
still in her communion, who, blinding themselves to her 
faults, clung the more closely to her, when they found 
her so fiercely assailed from without, by many who had 
lately been numbered among her children. " Shame 
be to that man who despises his mother ; double shame 
be to that man who despises his mother because she is 
old." The fallacy of the application to the Church of 
Rome is obvious. It was the old mother Church whom 
Christians wished to recall. Rome was the mother 
enveloped in the filthy rags of superstition ; Christians 
desired to reclothe her with her pristine purity and 
beauty. 

Nowhere had the religious battle raged more fiercely 
than in Switzerland. At first the Gospel had there 
brilliant and rapid success. With sudden bursts of 
enthusiasm the images in the churches had been de- 
stroyed, and whole cantons had apparently cast off 
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Popery. But numbers in the moontain fastnesses still 
clang to the Romish faith. After the first excitement 
had passed away, a reaction ensued. Arms were taken 
on both sides, and much blood was shed before any- 
thing like a settlement could be arrived at as to matters 
of faith. Foreign potentates gladly fomented these 
discords. Charles V., Emperor of Germany, and ruler 
of the half of Europe, had been inexpressibly mortified 
at the progress of the Reformation in Germany. He 
threw all his weight into the Romish scale. He spared 
neither money, menaces, promises, nor even treachery, 
to divide and scatter the Protestants. Dazzled by the 
blaze of light into which the demolition of the high 
walls of Papal ignorance had brought them, these 
Reformers were sometimes unable to distinguish clearly 
between important and unimportant differences among 
themselves. Their divisions had been healed by de- 
grees. 

But the early Swiss Reformers committed another 
error, which produced melancholy consequences. The 
pastors, not content with wielding the sword of the 
Spirit, buckled on the sword of worldly warfare, and 
themselves headed their flocks in the melancholy wars 
which religious fanaticism had provoked. 

The death of Zwingle had taught them a sad lesson I 

The aged Pastor, who had arrived at the very time 
when his presence was most needed to help the dying 
and comfort the living, was one in whom the whole 
family had the fullest confidence. He took no share 
in the agitating politics of the day, but devoted him- 
self to the care of a district in the Protestant canton 
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of Berne, some two or three days' journey from Connt 
Julien's castle in Soleure. He bad been in the babit 
of visiting, from time to time, this little Protestant 
family, to whom the Popish hostility of their neighbors 
refnsed a resident chaplain. 

He now continaed watching by the bed of the dying 
lady, till she was supposed to have fallen into a sleep. 
He then left her side to seek for her daughters, who 
were longing for tidings from the chagiber of death. 

Seeing him on the terrace, they both ran to meet 
him. 

'' Oh father, dear father," said Beatrice, ** is she 
better ? Oh do tell us she is better 1" 

The old man afifectionately passed his hand oyer the 
fair young face, of which sorrow was so early dimming 
the brightness, and said, *^ Sweet child, sorrow is new 
to thee ;" and then turning to Marie, and giving her 
his other hand, he said solemnly, " God help you, my 
poor children." 

Beatrice hid her face on her sister's shoulder and 
wept. 

Marie, who was two years older than Beatrice, and 
whose mind and judgment seemed already matured, 
and on whom her good and gentle mother's example 
had had full effect, struggled to overcome the audible 
expressions of the grief which was well nigh crushing 
her, and whispered — ** Can nothing be done to save 
her ?" 

**My daughters," replied the Pastor, '*your dear 
mother has long seen this hour approaching. For 
several years this fatal malady has been making slow 
yet certain progress. She once tried the soft air of 
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Italy ; but the way was so tedious, and the separation 
from yon so painful, that after her return home, she 
could neyer be persuaded to leave it again. The learned 
doctors who from time to time visit these ralleys, and 
more than one has been purposely sent by your honor- 
able father, tried all their skill, but told her the truth. 
They lessened her sufferings, but could not save her 
life. Their remedies have lengthened her life, but 
now, I greatly fear me, the end is approaching. Nay, 
dear children, do not weep so bitterly. She is ready 
and willing to go." But the Pastor's voice faltered, 
and in seeking to comfort iiis children, he, too, burst 
into tears, and they all wept for some moments in un- 
restrained bitterness. 

" Oh I if our father were but here I" said Marie, at 
length. 

''A trusty messenger was dispatched to the Duke's 
court many days since," said the Pastor. "Jean 
Kenaud was directed to hasten your father hither by a 
true account of his lady's state." 

" Is it possible he may soon be here ?" 

" Alas," replied the old man, ** the passes are so 
many, and the country so often disturbed, that I can 
only hope ; — but God's will be done ; he will be sorely 
troubled." 

But why prolon g the scene ? The weeping daughters 
were permitted to look once more upon their mother's 
living face. She continued for two or three hours in 
a calm sleep. She sank gradually, and opened her 
eyes no more on earth. 

Before the morning dawned, Marie and Beatrice were 
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motherless. They were overwhelmed by the unexpected 
blow. 

The Pastor took the direction of the family, and in- 
sisted on the bereaved daaghters retiring to seek the 
rest which they required. 

While they were sunk in the deep sleep which wonld 
recruit their overwrought minds and bodies, he made 
instant arrangements for the interment of the departed 
mother. 

Of course no Romanist burial-ground would receive 
the heretic remains, but he dispatched a messenger to 
the nearest Protestant place of interment, a little 
churchyard just within the canton of Berne, and no 
great distance from the castle ; and before the evening 
of the day had closed in, he started, attended by only 
a few domestics, on his solemn errand. By the time 
the sun was fully risen on the following morning, he 
had committed the holy dust to its last earthly rest- 
ing-place. After a few hours' repose at the house of 
the pastor, who had opened the burial-ground at his 
request to a sister in the faith, he returned to the diffi- 
cult task of comforting the mourning household. 

And somewhat dark and gloomy were his thoughts 
as he journeyed back to the now desolate home. He 
could not see into futurity, but great were his fears for 
his beloved children in the faith. That no efforts would 
be wanting to seduce his children into error in the 
court to which they would surely be introduced, he felt 
persuaded. So youog, so fair — how would they stand 
the fire of temptation to which they would be exposed ? 
Hard though it may seem to stand firm in the season 
of persecution, it is far harder to be firm when the world 
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smiles, and when temptation takes the form of love and 
kindness. 

Night was again approaching as he drew near the 
castle, and a dark mist was gathering on the mountain 
sides, yeiling their summits from view ; the wind blew 
drearily down the yallej, and the scene without har- 
monized with the gloom which was gathering over his 
own spirits, when suddenly, across the yalley, shot a 
bright gleam of light — a break in the clouds just in 
front of the setting sun, made a way for its beams 
amidst the gloom. The rays shone on the misty clouds, 
which returned rainbow hues of brilliant coloring, and 
tipped the only visible peak of one of the hills with rosy 
light. The change was momentary, and scarcely lasted 
beyond a few seconds, but it brought its lesson of cheer- 
ful hope to the weary traveller : 

*^ Be still, fond heart, and cease repining, 
Behind the clouds the sun is shining." 

He looked upwards, and thought upon the words — 
" My strength is made perfect in weakness." 

" If they are really His children — if that Sun has 
indeed shined on their souls," thought he, '^He can 
and will keep them. But I must warn them ; I must 
tell them the remainder of their mother's history, which 
she left untold. Poor thing 1 she continued firm amid 
many a trial, and her children will not be forsaken." 

As he mounted the steps which led to the castle, he 
perceived that lights were hurrying to and fro ; and, 
as he drew nearer and nearer, he found that, instead of 
the gloom and darkness he had anticipated, there was 
noise and bustle within^ ** The Count must have re- 
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tamed/' said he to the retainers who had accompanied 
him, and he pushed on with renewed alacrity. Yet, as 
he crossed the bridge, he felt almost desirous of retracing 
his steps when he thought of the sorrow he should find 
within. The first person he saw confirmed his sus- 
picion. 

'* When did the Count arrive ?" asked the Pastor of 
one of the servants. 

"About noon, to-day ; and when he found my lady 
was dead and buried, he was like one distracted. He 
tore his hair, and raved like a madman ; but he has 
been with the ladies, and is calmer now." 

** Where is Marien ?" 

He hastened to the apartments of the aged nurse, 
who first insisted on supplying his bodily wants, aad 
then hastened to announce his arrival to her master. 

The Count had at first been angry at the manner 
and haste of the funeral, but had begun to consider 
the matter in its right light. He well knew the temper 
of the people among whom he dwelt, and dreaded any 
collision on religious matters with the lower orders, 
who, while they would have refused his lady burial in 
his own burying-place as a heretic, would have been 
chafed and mortified had they seen their noble chieftain 
following her remains to a distant cemetery. Who 
that knows the blank of returning home, and finding 
the dearest object, the loving centre of that home, gone, 
and gone forever, will not feel for the widower in his 
first day of desolation? The Pastor d'Albret had 
known sorrow in his own person. He had been left a 
widower at the birth of his only child, which lived but 
long enough to receive the rite of holy baptism, and 
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then slept with its young mother in one grave. Before 
his own deep affliction, the Pastor had been well skilled 
in the art of giving comfort to those in sorrow. Who- 
ever truly feels another's woes, can always speak the 
word of comfort, or, by but a look or tone of sympathy, 
turn the sharp edge of grief. But when to a quick and 
ready sympathy is added a personal experience of sor- ^ 
row, then is the individual so endowed the best friend a 
mourner can have. 

When the Pastor was ushered into the hall before 
described, the Count was sitting on one of the high- 
backed chairs, which he had drawn to the fireplace. At 
no great distance from him, near the table, with a book 
in his hand, sat a young man in clerical garb, and of 
remarkably prepossessing appearance. Tall and dig- 
nified in figure, calm and reserved in manner, an ex- 
pression of mingled gentleness aiid firmness marked his 
open, manly countenance; and true feeling was ex- 
hibited in the bright dark eyes, which evidently under- 
stood at a glance the situation and the character of the 
person with whom he happened to be conversing. 

Upon the entrance of the Pastor, the young man 
respectfully arose, and placed a seat for the aged visitor 
near the Count, who sat gazing into the fire, and occa- 
sionally kicking the logs with his feet. Having seen 
the Pastor seated, the young priest, for such he evi- 
dently was, retired to the further end of the room. 

After a silence of a few moments, the Count, being 
engaged in a struggle with feelings which he was 
ashamed to show, arose suddenly from his seat, and, 
standing with his back to the fire, full in front of the 
Pastor, held out his hand, and said — 
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" I am glad you were with her. I thank you for 
coming to her. Did she wish to see me ?" 

" Her strongest wish," replied the Pastor, " was to 
have been spared to bid your lordship farewell. 'Give 
my loving duty to my lord,' were among her last words, 
and tell him I thank him from my heart for all his love 
to me. Tell him that some of my latest prayers were 
for him.' " 

** Heaven bless her — saints in glory, receive her 1" 
sobbed out the poor husband, fairly overcome. He 
wrung the hand of the Pastor, and began walking up 
and down the hall with rapid strides, as was his wont 
when under any particular excitement. At length he 
broke out with : " You knew her well, Monsieur d'Al- 
bret ; the gentlest, the holiest, the best of beings I 
What did you say, sir ?" said he, stopping short before 
the Priest. ** Do you doubt the fact ? I tell you she 
was far too good for me — ^far too good for this sinful 
earth ; and therefore the angels came and earned her 
away to her proper home in heaven. She's there, sir. 
She didn't believe in purgatory, and I believe she's too 
good for it ; but I'll have masses said, in case she may 
be there. Heaven's gates will open to her, sir ; you 
don't dare to doubt it ?" And the old man was work- 
ing himself up into a towering passion with this melan- 
choly mixture of love 'and fear — of trust and doubt — 
the latter of which he seemed desirous of visiting on 
the head of the luckless Priest, whom he fancied might 
reasonably, according to his Church, have a doubt of 
his wife's present happiness. 
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With perfect calmness, and with a voice of most 
kindly sympathy, the young Priest replied — 

'* I spoke not a word. Count, nor did I even enter- 
tain a thought in disparagement of your noble lady. 
Not many months ago I was in these p^rts, and heard 
on all sides of her sweet gentleness — her liberal hand 
to all who needed, whatever might be their faith — and 
her watchful care over her two lovely daughters. I 
heard only the voice of praise, and I would fain echo 
it now." 

" Your pardon, father," said the Count hastily. " I 
misjudged you. I scarcely know what I say. My 
mind is sorely troubled ;" and he sat down again in his 
chair near the fire, and relapsed into silence. 

The Pastor surveyed him with the profoundest pity, 
but felt himself in some degree fettered by the presence 
of the Priest. If his own words failed, he knew whose 
words would make themselves heard, and find a re- 
sponse in every breast. He drew a well-worn book 
from his vest, and, in a low and solemn voice, com- 
menced reading part of St. PauPs Second Epistle to 
the Corinthians. Like a strain of music the beautiful 
words flowed into the soul of the mourner. Distinctly 
fell every syllable oti the ear, and, as he warmed with 
his subject, the low voice of the Pastor swelled into 
louder notes. At the end of the passage which he had 
chosen he paused — not a sound was heard in the room 
—it was as if a voice from heaven had spoken ! A 
softened expression stole over the face of the mourner 
as he listened. Again the Pastor opened the book. 
He now chose part of the First Epistle to the Corin- 
thians ; and beginning at the words, '^But some man 
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will say, How are the dead raised np?" proceeded 
withoat stop or comment, to the end of the passage. 
Aroused and cheered by the truths of Holy Writ, when 
he came to the words, *' But thanks be to God, which 
giveth us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ,'' 
he rose from his seat, and then repeated, as if comment- 
ing to himself on what he had read, " Victory ! yes, 
victory 1 she hath won the victory. She fought the 
good fight; she kept the faith. Not unclothed was 
she found, but clothed upon; yea, clothed with the 
spotless robe of the Redeemer's righteousness. Her 
works do follow her. Hers was no dead faith; the 
love of Christ constrained her. She lived to him. She 
labored to subdue her sinful tempers and earthly de- 
sires ; strove to fulfil each duty of her station ; abounded 
in good works. Her works do follow her while they 
live in our memory here. Yet not in these could she 
stand. The best, the holiest, need pardon; yea — if 
there were such a place — need purgatory to wash out 
the stains of sin which cling to each. But Jesus deals 
not thus with his children. Washed in his blood, 
clothed with his righteousness, she stands sinless before 
the judgment-seat. 'Absent from the body, she is 
present with the Lord.' We cannot see her, for the 
dim mists of earth obscure our vision. Heaven opens 
not to our bodily eyes; but believing in that Word 
which never lies, we can follow her with our mind^. 
* Absent from the body, present with the Lord ;' 
'Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest.' No purifying fire is needed, for 
her robe is the righteousness of Christ. The angels 
have Welcomed her. Eye hath not seen, nor ear 
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heard, neither hath it entered into the heart of man 
to conceive the glory of that home. Her Father's 
honse has many mansions. Her place was prepared, 
and she has entered in, to go ont no more again for 
ever and for ever. — Let ns pray ;" and before a word 
was spoken, or any objection could be made, he kneeled 
down by the side of the Oonnt, who mechanically sunk 
on his knees, and crossed his hands upon his breast. 
The Pastor then poured forth a simple yet most earnest 
prayer, that God would comfort the mourners, and yet 
teach them by their heavy trial all the lessons He in- 
tended them to learn, that they might all be led into 
and kept in the faith in which the departed lived and 
died, follow Christ as she followed him, and then sleep 
as she did in Jesus, and rise through him at length to 
everlasting life. 

When he rose from his knees he bowed to the Count, 
and without a word was leaving the hall. ** Stop 1'' 
said the Count ; and striding after him he grasped his 
hand ; he strove to thank him, but his lips trembled, 
and he could say no more. The look was enough. 
The Pastor felt he had given^the comfort he desired, and 
he was passing from the room in entire forgetfulness of 
the presence of another person, when the young Priest 
came forward and opened the door for him, and rever- 
ently bowing as he passed, showed by his countenance 
that he had not been unafifected by the scene he had 
witnessed. 

The Count resumed his march up and down the hall 
for some time in silence, ** Good man that," at length 
he said ; " kind-hearted fellow : does his best. What 
book did he read those words from ?" 
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**I believe it was the Bible, my lord," replied the 
young Priest. 

"Ay, the Bible !»' said the Count. "Didn't know 
there were such beautiful words in it. He read tbem 
very well, too« Can you read them to me again some 
day ?" 

" Assuredly, my lord ; whenever you desire it," re- 
plied the Priest. 

*' Same Bible you use, I suppose ?" asked the Count. 
" ' Absent from the body, present with the Lord ;'. I 
shall not forget that. What becomes of purgatory, then, 
I say ?" 

"The holy Church," replied the young Priest; 
gravely, "understands these things better than an 
unworthy follower of her such as I am can pretend to 
do." 

"Better than a foolish old fellow like me can pre- 
tend to do, you mean to say. Well, well, it is best 
to be on the safe side, so take you care that masses are 
said — make what charge you please for them. Do 
everything for her that ought to be done ; and now, 
good night ;" and he strode out of the hall, where the 
young Priest continued long in n^^itation before he 
retired to rest. 

Thoroughly tired with the events of the day, the 
old Pastor had sought his pillow^soon after leaving 
the Count's presence, after learning that the sisters 
had retired to their own apartments at an early hour, 
and hoped to see him in the morning. " Beg them to 
meet me on the terrace under the lime-trees soon after 
sunrise," said the old man, " for I have much to say 
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to them ; and yet this castle is now no place for me 
to abide in. I must return unto my own people." 
"And leave my lambs I" said Marien. ** To whom ?" 
"To the Good Shepherd, my friend," replied the 
Pastor. " Those whom He keeps are safe indeed I" 

With a deep sigh the old nurse turned away. She 
had lost in her mistress the being she loved best on 
earth. For years the castle walls had bounded her 
world, and all beyond them was chaos. Her mistress 
had warned her to ezpect that, after her death, her 
ladies would be removed from the home of their child- 
hood, and wherever they went she determined to go. 
But her visions of the future were very appalling, and 
in her dreams every night there were mingled in wild 
confusion the mountain scenes and the crowded city — 
the vast cathedral she had heard of and never seen — 
with stern priests coming to drag her children from 
her care — and gay gallants striving to allure them 
from her guardianship. 



CHAPTER III. 

Before sunrise, on the following morning, the Pastor 
was walking up and down the terrace, under the lime- 
trees, in front of the castle. His book was in his 
hand, and he appeared to be sometimes busily en- 
gaged with its contents, and sometimes gazing at the 
book of nature which lay open before him at so beauti- 
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fal a page. The yalley was still reposing in the soft 
light of a September morning. The heavy dew was 
on the grass. The voices of the bird^ were scarcely 
heard. An occasional sound from one of the few scat- 
tered chalets which were to be seen in the valley alone 
gave notice that the business of life was again com- 
mencing. 

Presently a door which led from the castle opened, f 

and the two sisters, in mourning dress, came slowly 
forward. They could not restrain their tears at the 
affectionate greeting of the Pastor. He led them to 
one of the summer-houses on the terrace, and then 
gave them the simple detail of their mother's funeral. 

"Her body lies in a quiet and beautiful resting- 
place," concluded he ; ** but you know it is only the \, 
mortal part Jthat lies there. Yet even that will one 
day rise all glorious ; ap^, if you follow in her foot- 
steps, you will be reunited to her again." 

" But," said Marie, " how shall we be able to follow 
her with no one to teach us ?" 

" There is nothing more for you to learn in theory, 
my child, than what your mother has told you already 
— ^yea, taught you ever since you could understand her 
words," replied the Pastor. ** You have much to learn 
in the way of experience, but your duties are simple 
and obvious enough. Do them earnestly and cheer- 
fully." 

"Father, what are those simple duties?" inquired 
Marie. 

"To fear God, and keep his commandments." 

"Ah, Father, true," said Beatrice ; " but we cannot 
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keep them — we are always breaking them in spirit, if 
not in letter." 

"I am thankful to draw you into a confession of 
your weakness," returned the Pastor, kindly. '*You 
cannot of yourselves love and serve God ; but who has 
promised to help you ?" 

"God Himself by His Spirit," replied Marie, so- 
lemnly. 

" Then, with the arm of Omnipotence to lean on," 
said the old man, "with His word to rest upon, 'My 
strength is made perfect in weakness,' why need you 
fear ?" 

"We may leave off looking to Him, we may forget 
Him," said Marie. 

"True, most true, my child; the fault is ever our 
own. But I can give you a few simple directions to 

■ 

aid you in your conflicts: pray often. Often study 
the blessed Book. Be humble and watchful. I my 
children, I do not fear for you the rage of persecution. 
That may come, but it is scarcely likely. Your father's 
name and position shield you from the stake or the tor- 
ture. But many of the Romish faith will love you, and 
desire earnestly, from this very love, to win you to the 
fold which they consider the only safe one. Young 
hearts are won by love much more easily than they are 
driven hy fear,^^ 

" Ohl Father, do not fear," exclaimed Beatrice, ear- 
nestly. "You know how we have been taught. Could 
our mother's children kneel at Mary's shrine? Could 
we believe that the word of a mortal like ourselves 
turns bread into the real flesh and blood of the Son of 
God? Could we bow before the wafer? Could we 
3 
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believe our holj mother to be a lost soal ?." And she 
shtiddered as she spoke. 

The Pastor gazed on her kindling features. ''God 
keep yon in that mind, my child ; bat, oh I the heart 
is so weak — Rome is so strong. I knew her well, one 
who looked as yon now look, who spoke as yoa now 
speak. She felt strong in her hatred of Rome, and 
where is she now ? Many years of her life have been 
passed in a convent, which she entered when he who 
persuaded her weak heart to shelter itself in Rome had 
forsaken her, and cast her off. Yes, there she is still. 
She had one who loved her, too, and who would have 
died to save her from her fate. She had been brought 
up in the truth as you have been, yet she fell. You 
heard your dear mother speak of her; she was her only 
sister." 

"Our aunt in a convent 1" exclaimed the two girls. 
** The daughter of the dear pastor whose death" — 

"Yes, the same," replied the Pastor. " So you see 
there is no security in earthly relationship. She dearly 
loved her father, but she loved another more. For his 
sake she left her home, her father, her faith ; and then 
this wretch, for whom she sacrificed all, cast her off; 
and, broken hearted, she hid herself in a convent, "x 

The sisters sat astonished. 

"There is no security in hatred of Rome ^'^^ continued 
the old man, "but there is security in love to the Saviour. 
Be sure you love him supremely; trust in him solely for 
help and salvation ; give him the honor due as your 
sole Mediator and Advocate ; continually use him as 
' such, and you will be kept. If you become cold, wan- 
dering, and careless in prayer, then beware. If you 
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give np reading, or only carelessly read the Bible, and 
read other devotional books instead, then beware. If 
you have stood firmly amid tempting voices — ^if you 
have repulsed many adversaries, and then begin to think, 
'I am safe, my armor is bright and strong,' then 
beware. Remember the man who drew a bow at a 
venture, and the arrow entered between the joints of a 
certain king's armor, and the wound proved mortal. 
Again and again I say, pray and read, be watchful and 
be humble." 

" Oh I Father, will you pray for us ? When shall we 
see yon again ?" said both the girls. 

''Qod can give you a better teacher than I am, dear 
children, though scarcely one who will love you more," 
replied the old man, with a faltering voice. '' Pray for 
you I Never a day shall pass, as long as I have life 
and thought, that I will not mention you in my poor 
prayers." 

And he bowed his head upon his hands that they 
might not see the starting tear. Very much beloved 
were these, his lambs, by the old Pastor, who had visited 
ftem periodically, ever since he first administered to 
them the holy rite of baptism, while still in their cra- 
dles. 

"Ah," said he, "you have never yet been able to 
join yourselves to a church. Earnestly did your sainted 
mother desire for you that you might openly profess 
your faith, in order that you might become recipients 
of the holy communion. Some opportunity will offer, 
I trust." 

His hearers earnestly echoed this wish, and the old 
man continued : — 
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"Bat you must desire to know some of yonr mother's 
history. She broke off at that dreadfal scene which 
stamped on her character, ever after a tone of sadness 
which was not her own in/ early life. When she snnk 
down insensible on the rock whence she beheld her 
father hurled, there was talk among the murderers 
whether they should not send her after 'her heretic 
father.' But the man who was the leader, felt a touch 
of relenting as he gazed on the pale face lie had 
orphaned. Cruel as he was, he could not kill her." 

"Father, had he known her before?" interrupted 
Beatrice. 

"Why do you ask, my child ?" said the Pastor. 

"Could any one have known her, and yet made her 
suffer so keenly ?" asked she. 

"Ah I my daughter," replied the old man, "it is 
a sad story. He had known her, and he loved her 
deeply, passionately, devotedly. He was the younger 
son of a wealthy dweller in the valley of Interlachen. 
In one of his mountain wanderings he had accidentally 
seen your mother. From that moment he never rested 
till he discovered who she was, and then most perse- 
veringly he strove to win her love. I believe he was 
not naturally unpleasing to her, but he was a Romanist 
— a stern and bigoted Romanist. Led by his passion, 
he would have overlooked her faith; but she dared 
not unite herself to him: She refused him once. 
Passionately he returned again and again to the charge, 
but could not subdue her resolution ; and then his love 
turned to hatred, so vehement, so deadly, that he swore 
eternal revenge — and fully did he redeem his awful 
oath I Her sweet sister Emmeline had constantly 
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seen him in his visits to the valley, and, alas ! she had 
given her young heart to him unsonght. Alfric saw 
his advantage. He had occasionally devoted himself 
to poor Emmeline, hoping to excite Marie's jealousy ; 
bat seeing she was proof against so mean a feeling, and 
had fnlly revived never to be his, he had determined 
to take advantage of Emmeline's love to ruin her, as 
the deepest sorrow he could inflict on Marie. The 
better to effect his purpose, he pretended to be content 
with Marie's last repulse, and, giving up a pursuit 
which he saw was hopeless, to rest satisfied with her 
friendship and Emmeline's regard. Marie warned her 
sister in vain. I need not tell you all the arts he used ; 
but t^ey succeeded. One sad day Emmeline was miss- 
ing. Days elapsed before her father could hear tidings 
of her. He then found that she had been received into 
the Romish Church at Interlachen, and had disappeared 
with Alfric no one knew where. This was the first 
step in Alfric's plan of revenge. Yon can judge how 
d^ep the wound — how the happiness of your mother 
and gryidfather was shattered. Within a year from 
^HMme he had enticed Emmeline from her home, he 
^R the murderous band into the valley of Lauterbrunen, 
and, to gratify his guilty vengeance, scattered death 
and ruin through the whole place. He tortured and 
slew the aged Pastor, but some feeling of the past pre- 
vented him from murdering your mother. They bore 
her from the fatal spot, and carried her baok into the 
more public path, and laying her down by the road- 
side, left her for the chance pity of the passing traveller. 
She was found and cared for by pitying friends, but 
she dared not return lo Lauterbrunen. Her health 
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was broken. Her constitDtion received a shock in 
these dreadful scenes from which it never folly rallied ; 
and though manj years have now passed, these trials 
were her death-blow. Her first desire, on returning 
to life, was to seek out Emmeline, to endeavor to bring 
her back to the true faith. After months of fruitless 
search, she heard of her as a nun. Being fully pro- 
fessed, the case was hopeless. In prosecuting her 
search she met with your father. He was a well- 
known officer in the Duke's service, and many years 
older than herself. She confided in his aid, and he 
assisted her, in many ways, in discovering her sister's 
fate. To know your mother was to love her, and he 
implojed her to give him a right to protect her, in her 
now thoroughly defenceless state. He, too, was a 
Bomanist; but he promised your mother the undis- 
turbed practice of her religion, and pledged himself 
to leave his children to her education. She departed 
from her principles in marrying him, but she was worn 
and shattered. She had no earthly arm to lean on, 
and she had tested his truth and uprightness in her 
various dealings with him ; so she trusted msf^tflfek 
and became his wife, and ever since that time Blr 
lived in this castle. Except the few weeks she once 
spent in Italy, she has lived here months and months 
with only her two little girls for her companions ; but 
when her husband paid her his short and hurried 
visits she was, as you know, the light of his eyes and 
tile joy of his heart. And to you, my children, she 
has bequeathed the duty of tending him in his declining 
years. His health is failing. Ere long he must retire 
from public service. Will you not, then, be' his com- 
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fort, and seek, in some little degree, to supply the place 
of her who is gone ?" 

The girls had listened with such intense interest to 
the Pastor's recital, that they had not wished to jnter- 
mpt it by any question i but, for the last few minutes, 
Marie had appeared absorbed in thought, an^Jj^ad noli 
heard the closing questions of th^ narratgflp, . - .. 

He looked to her for an answer, and waa astonished 
to observe her troubled countenance. 

"What ails thee, my child?" said he, tenderly. 

" Oh I Father," and she burst into tears ; " ougpit I 
to say it ?" 

" What would you say, my love ? You way say 
anything to me," replied he, with increasing Tiindnes^- 

'* My mother I was she — oh I was she right to marry 
my father ?" said Marie, and she hid her face in her 
hands. 

The Pastor felt keenly the pain he must inflict in 
*bmiing such a mother to her children ; but truth 
requtried him-JttiLto gloss over a fault. 

" Ifo, Tfff child," he pried ; " but what then ? Even 
atij holy iBother was not perfect. After the storms 
which had riven from her every support she clung to, 
she bec^e daily more timid and fearful. She dreaded 
lest Alfi^t; should find her out, and she sighed for 
shelter an4 ; defence. She chose an arm of flesh, for- 
getting, for a time, that she was safe in the Everlasting 
arms, if she c6uld only have trusted them. She erred, 
but oh how truly has she repented 1 Never repented 
her union with your most excellent and .honorable . * 
father, but feared that her sjjirtn forgetting her p<n- ' 
ciples, and joining herself k7 marriage W one of the 
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Romish persuasion, might be visited on your heads. 
* Oh, my Father,' she has said to me often and often, 
'that text, **Be sure your sin will find yon out." 
Mineihas found me. My children will be exposed to 
fearful snares and temptations from their father's posi- 
U0k isk» ttskt bigoted court of Savoy. Pray, oh pray 
that the paniahment s^y be mine, and not fall on their 
innocent haads.' " 

" The Mood of Jesus cleanseth from all sin," whis- 
pered Beatrice. 

''True, most true. But think not that God will 
suffer tin in h^ ovn people to remain unpunished. * He 
pardons it as to its eternal punishment, but he says 
Himself, * If his children forsake my law, and walk not 
In my judgments ; if they break my statutes, and keep 
not my commandments ; then will I visit their trans- 
gressions with the rod, and their iniquity with stripes.'* 
Long, long may it be in coming ; but I believe ^h 
sin of the believer is punished, though exactly in vmat 
way we shall not know, till we reaek oar promised 
home ; and then, while retracing all God's dealings with 
us through our weary pilgrimage, how shall we thank 
Him for every fatherly chastisement which has helped 
to purge away the dross, which would have, rendered 
us unfit for the society of the holy ones above." 

This long and interesting conversation was here in- 
terrupted by the nurse, who came to call the listeners 
to their morning meal with their father, and they all 
re-entered the castle together. 

*%.jx. 31, 32. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

In the coarse of that day, the aged Pastor bade 
adiea to his beloved children. As they kneeled to re- 
ceive his blessing, most fervent was the prayer which 
he offered np for them. He left them in tears, and 
his own heart was fall of sorrow. The Count parted 
with him kindly, and promised that whenever they 
came back to their home, he shoald be informed of 
their return. "And then," added the Count, "you 
mast come and visit us again. You will always be a 
welcome guest." 

The Pastor shook his head. ''Many thanks, my 
lord, but my years," said he, "are many — my race 
must be nearly run. The young and the lovely sleep 
amid the clods of the valley, and the old rugged 
weather-beaten wreck survives; but the hour of my 
release cannot be very distant. Yet as long as I live, 
my lord, I shall love and pray for these children as if 
they were mine own." 

" I thank you, I thank you," said their father. " Re- 
ceive this token of my gratitude to you for all your 
care of the living and the dead ;" and he endeavored 
to force into his hand a liberal present of money. But 
the Pastor steadily refused the gift. 

" Without money and without price I like my mes- 
sage to be. I have. enough for my wants." 

" Then," said the Count, " take it to give to those 
that need." 
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** Count, I would rather have one promise from you, 
if yon value my poor services to your family/' aosw^^ 
the Pastor, 

** What would you ?" inquired the Count 

*' Give your daughters," said the old man, '* aa op- 
portunity of joining themselves to the Churdi tiidr 
nother loved^ and of receiving from a minister of tbe 
Reformed faith the tokens of their Saviour's love," 

** Surely, «urely," said the old Count. ** I prsummi, 
I have never interfered with my children's faitli, and I 
never will. They will, of course, publicly join her 
Church some day. I owe this to thedr mother; 1»t 
take this money, if not for yourself, to give as ahss to 
the needy, and beg those you relieve to pray for me 
and mine." 

^' So given, I dare not refuse it," said the Pastor. 
^' Farewell, and God's best blessings be with yon." 

The good old man returned to tell Marien the pro- 
mise the father had made ; and then, staff in hand, like 
the patriarch of old, pursued his solitary way along t^ 
valley, to his flock among the mountains of Berne. 

He was not long solitary, for at the foot of the castle 
bill he encountered the young Priest, whose oooute- 
•tiance and manner bad prepossessed him <m the pre- 
i^ing evening. 

Staff in hand, the old man was passing on, after 
conrt^^ously retnmitig the salntation of the motik Priest, 
when, with some hef^itation of manner, the young man 
joined hi A, and walked a few steps by his side. 

The Pastor's heart was so full of the scene he had 
just quitted, that he would have preferred a lonely 
walk, but when he found that the Priest only reqoised 
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encouragement to enter into conrersation, be ronsed 
himself, and made some^ slight remark, in order to open 
the way. 

It was eagerly responded to, and they were soon 
engaged in interesting and animating conyersation. 
There was an air of respectfal deference about the 
young man when he spoke to the aged Pastor, which 
it was pleasant to witness, and very dififerent from the 
ordinary manner of Priests of Rome when thrown with 
heretic teachers of any age. Nothing is more offensive 
to a mind at all moulded on Bible principles, than to 
see the little respect often paid in the present day to 
gray hairs. ** Thou shalt rise up before the hoary 
head, and honor the face of the old man," is a com- 
mand binding on the Christian as well as on the Jew, 
as only an extension of the '' commandment with pro- 
mise." But the youth of this generation are not un- 
frequently guilty of forgetting this old and simple 
precept, and the remarks of the aged are too often 
listened to with the supercilious air of indifference, and 
the condescending pity of supposed superior wisdom. 

The young Priest was a German of good family. 
He had received his early education in a monastery 
where he had been carefully instructed, and affection- 
ately nurtured. The wishes of his friends that he 
should enter holy orders had received his ready assent, 
and he had been engaged for some time as a prejcher 
in the cathedral of Lucerne. 

He had lately been sent by his Bishop em private 
business into Italy, and there, like Luther before him, 
he had been greatly shocked at the loose opinions and 
looser morals of the clergy. But though he was pro- 
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pared to admit that whatever the doctrine of Rome 
might be, her discipline was far from perfect, yet as he 
had witnessed many of the extravagances committed 
by those who had wandered from her communion , he 
felt the profonndest horror of every form of heresy. 
With all the enthusiasm of youth, he believed that it 
was in the power of the Church herself to wash away 
the few blots which marred her perfection. He hoped 
that the pressure from without would induce her to 
effect this desirable reform, and he believed that her 
brightest and best days were about to commence, and 
that her restored brightness and purity would allure 
back all the erring wanderers from her fold. For these 
wanderers he felt more pity than hatred. 

The times required the priests of those days to be 
well read in the Bible, and not unfrequently had he 
pondered over the pages of the *' Blessed Book;" and 
on the preceding night, he had looked over again and 
again the two beautiful passages of Holy Writ which 
the Pastor had read to the Count, and had felt a little 
startled at their full agreement with the wotds after- 
wards uttered by the old man. He had waylaid the 
Pastor, more from the desire of exchanging civilities 
once more than with any intention of discussion on 
religious differences; but when two minds meet which 
are thoroughly in earnest in the search after and love 
of truth, it is impossible to converse long without some 
reference to those matters of faith and doctrine in which 
both are deeply interested, however aware th6y may be 
of entertaining different opinions. 

'^Yes, indeed," said the old man, after some ani- 
mated conversation, ** nothing could be more desirable 
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than religious nnion, if such were possible. These 
schisms and divisions weaken and undermine our 
strength, and make us the laughing-stock of the infidel, 
the heathen, and the Jew. Missions to the whole 
world might be at once commenced, if Christians were 
only one in heart and design. Besides, the beauty of 
such a spectacle as all Christendom dwelling together 
in love, uprightness, and peace, would of itself draw 
the weary, disappointed, and groping, yet anxious hea- 
then, to desire to come and dwell in the shadow of what 
would indeed be an earthly paradise.'' 

** Why could not such a scene be realized 7" said the 
young man, earnestly. " Oh, Father, how gladly 
would Rome hold out her arms to receive her erring 
children, if they would only seek for rest again in her 
bosom I" 

" My son," returned the old Pastor, "you have lately 
been in Italy, in the centre of the Romish worship. 
Does the Church there shine in such pure lustre as to 
attract the lovers of holiness?" 

*' The Church has many unworthy sons," replied the 
Priest, with somewhat embarrassed air. '' I confess I 
was disappointed ; but it is not the Church's fault." 

" Far be it from me to blame the Church for all the 
sins committed in her name," said the Pastor; "but 
what is your idea of the true Church ? In what does 
she consist ? Where shall we find her?" 

"The Church," replied the Priest, "is that visible 
body of faithful men, with the holy apostle Peter and 
his successors at its head, which has existed ever since 
the time of our Saviour ; the repository of the faith ; 
the pillar and ground of the truth, arrayed by God 
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Himself with the awfal garb of infallibility. She can- 
not err." 

"Who cannot err ?" 

" The Church." 

** Well, bat the Chnrch is made np of men. Do 
none of the members of the Church err ?" 

'' Oh yes ; sin abounds amongst them, but the Gene- 
ral Councils, with the Popes at their head, are infallible, 
and all good Catholics must bow to their decisions. 
The right of private judgment opens the door to all 
manner of abuses, especially in the reading of the 
sacred Scriptures. It belongs to the Chnrch alone to 
judge of the true sense and interpretation of the Holy 
Scriptures ; and I have sworn never to take or inter- 
pret them otherwise than according to the unanimous 
consent of the fathers," replied the Priest, quoting 
Pope Pius's creed. 

" Where do you find the unanimous consent of the 
fathers ?" asked the Pastor. " Have you any abstract 
clearly made out, of their unanimous consent in all 
doctrines and practical points ? Their works are rather 
voluminous; and a man of common understanding would 
be apt to fancy, in reading the original works, that, on 
many subjects, their voices were anything but nnani- 
mous." 

*' The Councils determine this," replied the young 
man. 

** Well, but suppose I am a poor unlettered cottager; 
how am I to find out the views of the various Councils?" 
asked the Pastor. 

" An unlettered rustic," returned the Priest, " has 
nothing to do but to trust his spiritual superior." 
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"Then the spiritual snperior represents to him the 
Church," said the Pastor. 

** Undoubtedly," replied the Priest, decidedly. 

''A fallible man represents infallibility," rejoined the 
old man. ** Now see the absurdities into which that 
doctrine necessarily leads. The poor man must then 
say, 'I believe what my priest tells me.' Why do you 
believe your priest? 'Why, because he is my priest, 
and a priest of the only true Church.' The man must 
have exercised his private judgment, before he could 
believe the Church of Rome is the only true Church. 
He took it on trust to a certain extent, but his judg- 
ment believed it was the safest Church to trust to. 
Then you know it is a notorious fact, that there are no 
two orders in the Church who think alike on the variety 
of points. The Franciscans and Dominicans hold dif- 
ferent views. The Jesuits, also, differ from other re- 
ligious orders on many points. We will suppose the 
poor man's priest to have been educated by the Domi- 
nicans ; every word in doctrinal matters which drops 
from this priest, he is bound to believe as the voice of 
his Church. This priest dies, and is succeeded by a 
priest educated by the Franciscans. The man is to 
believe every word on doctrinal matters that drops 
from his lips, ergo^ it does not matter what he believes, 
provided he only believes implicitly what his priest tells 
him." 

'' Come, come, that's scarcely a fair conclusion, and 
you have put a very extreme case. On smaller matters 
difference is allowable ; but on the weighty matters 
which affect the salvation of the soul, the Franciscan and 
the Dominican would be agreed," said the young man. 
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''Then who is to judge where weighty matters cease, 
and lesser ones begin ? Is that a matter for the man's 
private judgment ? Yon can scarcely expect his re- 
ligions teacher to say, * I believe this, and my predeces- 
sor believed that ; you may believe which yon like, as 
it is a matter of little moment.' I doubt whether any 
of US can think points of religious difference of little 
moment. We are all apt to dwell more on these than 
on points of agreement. Of the twenty-four Articles 
of Pope Pius's creed, the first twelve you and I per- 
fectly and entirely agree in ; but we have left them un- 
noticed, and^have got at once upon the twelve on which 
we differ." 

"Well," said the young man, somewhat impatiently, 
''if any of your flock doubted what you said, how should 
you settle it with him ?" 

" I should say," replied the Pastor, " ' To the law 
and to the testimony.' Here, my good fellow, take this 
Bible and read it. It is the Word of God, able to save 
your soul. If I ever say a word to you contrary to 
this book, don't you believe me; but while I preach its 
blessed doctrines, believe me, and trust me, and honor 
me for my work's sake." 

" In fact you make him your judge," said the Priest, 
indignantly. "You put a dangerous power into his 
ignorant, unsteady hands. See how the ignorant wield 
that power 1 What follies and extravagances are com- 
mitted in the name of the Word of God I" 

"Granted," replied the Pastor, "fully granted. 
The evils have been and are great ; the less knowledge 
the more conceit. A superficial reader of the Bible 
may find detached texts in support of the wildest 
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theories ; but these evils are immeasurably less than 
those caused by shotting np the Word of God jest the 
ignorant should read it. Last week a child in my 
Tillage took np a loaded gnn, and lodged its contents 
in its sister's body ; bnt yon would not, therefore, take 
away the musket from the soldiers who guard our fron- 
tiers ?" 

" No," retorted the Priest ; "I would not take the 
Bible from the priests, who ought, like good soldiers, 
to guard their flocks from spiritual enemies; but I 
would certainly take it from the ignorant, who, like the 
child you spei^ of, might injure themselves and others 
in using it." 

" I contend," replied the Pastor, that if everybody 
who read the Bible abused it, and made a bad use of it, 
you could have no possible right to shut it up without 
a particular command to that effect. Such a command 
can nowhere be found in the Bible. On the contrary, 
laymen and priests, and even women and children are 
commended for studying its contents. The blessed 
book I it refines and sanctifies, as well as teaches the 
minds of all who study it humbly and prayerfully. 
The time will come, I trust, when thousands and mil- 
lions, instead of hundreds of copies will be scattered 
through the length and breadth of this and other lands, 
though I shall not live to see it. Bnt bear with me, 
young man, I must say another word on the subject. 
Rome shuts up the Bible, because many of her doc- 
trines cannot stand in the light of it. Many of her 
doctrines are diametrically opposed to its teaching. 
The first twelve Articles of Pope Pius IV. are founded 
on the Word of God ; the last twelve are founded on 
4 
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the decrees of Councils and Popes, and can find no 
support in the Bible, except from a few texts taken 
apart from their contexts, and strained and twisted from 
their obvions meaning." 

'' I would that the meeting of the heads of the oppos- 
ing parties had been successful, and that by giving up 
a little on both sides union might have been attained 
once more," said the Priest. 

''Rome, being infallible, can give up nothing. For 
the sake of peace we might have given up some few 
things. But, my dear young friend, there is too great 
and too essential a difference between Rome and the 
Reformed faith for the two ever to agree. Rome 
stands on an insecure foundation — ^rotten at the very 
core. The worship of the Virgin and the saints may 
possibly be explained away to the educated, never to 
the vulgar, as long as words mean anything, and the 
prayers continue worded as they are. Transubstantia- 
tion some of the Reformed may wink at. We might 
bow nominally to infallibility, taking French leave to 
believe what we like about it in our own hearts, as 
Romanists themselves are not agreed as to where this 
infalli|)ility lies. How any explanation can make in- 
dulgences a Scripture doctrine, or prove purgatory to 
be anything but a vast lie, framed to win money for 
Rome, I confess I cannot understand" — (this last sen- 
tence was uttered sotio voce.) *'But on the very 
foundation of faith we differ — and differ broadly and 
widely. When the questions are asked, which every 
child of Adam, born to die, has such a deep interest in 
having answered — ^What must I do to be saved ? How 
can I escape the damnation of hell ? to these questions 
you and I must give a widely different answer." 
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** Wherein would this difference consist ?" inquired 
the Priest. 

" Ton have sworn to answer the qnestion," said the 
Pastor, ''according to the decrees of the Council of 
Trent. Ton believe that a man's own works have 
somewhat to do with his justification before Ood — 
' that the good works performed by the sinner, through 
the grace of God and the merits of Christ, do truly 
deserve an increase of grace, eternal life, and an in- 
crease of glory ;' and if any one believe not this doc- 
trine, you say, 'let him be accursed.' " 

"The very words of Pope Pius' creed; and what 
could you say better than this ?" 

" I take the Bible in my hand," said the Pastor, 
"and make a very different answer. 'Believe in the 
Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved,' was Paul's 
simple reply to the jailer when he asked the question, 
' What must I do to be saved ?' I cannot use better 
words to express the difference between my faith and 
that of Bome than those adopted by one of the Re- 
formed Churches, that of England, as one of the 
Articles of her faith : — ' We are accounted righteous 
before God, only for the merit of our Lord and Saviour 
Jesus Christ by faith, and not for our own works or 
deservings. Wherefore, that we are justified by faith 
only is a most wholesome doctrine, and very full of 
comfort.'" ^ 

" Very full of comfort, indeed, to the sinner who 
loves his sins. Justified by faith, I may live as I please 
— ^good works are no matter to me. I had heard, but 
I could not believe, you held such a doctrine," indig- 
nantly interrupted the Priest. "Besides, here you go 
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distinctly against the written Word of God ; for no 
words can be plainer than those of St James — * Ye 
see, then, how that by works a man is justified; and not 
by faith only.' " 

"There is no doubt that carnal men in every age of 
the Church have drawn the very same false conclusions 
from the doctrine of justification, as laid down by St 
Paul, that you have just drawn," quietly replied the 
old man. ** St James's Epistle was written to meet 
these false reasoners, not to overturn his brother apos- 
tle's doctrine ; for if one part of Scripture contradicts 
another, we should be as much at fault in studying it 
for instruction, as we are in studying the folios of the 
fathers. Here is my Greek Testament— you read the 
original, of course. You will see the whole drift of 
St James's argument. Carnal and ungodly men had 
asserted that faith could exist without works ; and St 
James indignantly asks, can that faith save him ? No, 
surely not. Show me (if you can) your faith without 
works — I will show you my faith * hy my worksj^ To 
be sure. What other way is there of showing faith 
than by our works ? The devils believe — ^they cannot 
help it when^they feel the power which restrains and 
punishes them — but will that faith save them ? No, 
surely ; neither Paul, nor James, nor any one of our 
Lord's apostles, ever taught such an error. Abraham 
belif ved God, and therefore he loved Him and obeyed 
Him, even in the hardest command ever given to a man. 
Bahab believed God, and therefore she hid the spies, 
and favored the people of God. I believe, but this 
faith only makes me tremble, and yet neither casts out 
the love of sin, nor kills the power of sin in me — ^it is 
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only a devilish faith, and I shall no more be saved by 
sach a faith than the devils will. Bat if I believe that 
my Savionr died for me — ^that his blood will wash 
away every stain of sin — ^that his righteonsness will be 
impated to me, and that, clothed in it, I am considered 
pare and clean in the sight of a holy God — ^that, in 
fact, he has purchased a fall and free salvation for me, 
and will give it me withoat money and without price — 
then must not my heart barn with love to him for sach 
nnmerited love on his part ? — ^mast I not hate the sins 
which nailed him to the tree, and which grieve him 
now ? — ^and will it not be the business of my life to 
show my love by my works, and to strive unceasingly 
after that holiness, by the attainment of which I can 
alone prove to myself and others that I belong to him 
— ^prove, in fact, that I have any true faith at all, and 
without which holiness I can never see his face ?" 

" I have never heard the Reformed view stated thus 
before," said the Priest. " What, in your view, are 
good works ?" 

" Any action done from love to God as its sole mo- 
tive is a good work," replied the Pastor. 

'* But will not these be rewarded ?" asked the young 
man. 

"Undoubtedly," answered M. d'Albret; "the cup 
of cold water so given will not lose its reward — ^but 
not rewarded with eternal life. My dear friend, con- 
sider the amazing disproportion between time and 
eternity. Eternity — thousands of years pass, and yet 
eternity is no nearer its end. What is our life? Twenty, 
thirty, forty, at most seventy or eighty years. If every 
deed of a man's whole life of eighty years was a good 



54 THE SISTERS OV SOLEURE. 

deed what proportion would eighty years of good deeds 
bear to eternity ? No, no. Eternal life is far too in- 
calculably great a treasare to be earned. Jesas ba^ 
bought it for us — we need not add to his gift. To 
attempt to do so is like lighting a farthing rushlight 
to add to the rays of the noonday sun." 

" Then what becomes of the treasury of the merits 

of saints ?" 

*' Ask yourself, my friend, has any one ever yet done 

enough for Christ? Besides, my good deeds are to 

show my love to God. If I could do more than enough 

to prove my own love, my superabundant good deeds 

would be of no use to another ; for they would not 

show his love. There is not a word in the Bible, from 

beginning to end, to show that one man's goodness can 

help to save another. On the contrary, we read, ' When 

ye have done all, say we are unprofitable servants.' In 

doing all, we have only done that which it was our 

duty to do. Christ asks for all our hearts, all our 

bodies, all our energies. It is out of all possibility 

that I can give Him all I am and have, and yet have 

bits of goodness, besides, to spare, to scatter about, to 

be picked up for the benefit of those who, because they 

will not give Him their own all, desire to offer to Him 

somebody else's leavings instead. 

'^ Suffer a few words more. Believe me, all the 
errors of Rome arise from putting the Saviour out of 
the place which he fills in the Word of God. 

''Jesus is the only and sufficient Mediator. No 
Holy Virgin Mother is required to come between us 
and God. 
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''Jesas is the only and sufficient advocate. No 
Tirgin, saints, or angels, are required to plead for us. 

*' Jesus' blood cleanses from all sin. No fire of pur- 
gatory is needed to purge away so-called venial sins. 

** Jesus is the Lord our Righteousness. No saints' 
righteousness is needed to add to what is already 
perfect. 

" Jesus, by one offering, perfected forever them that 
are sanctified, and therefore no sacrifice of the mass 
is required. 

'' Jesus sanctifies where he justifies, and therefore no 
one who has faith in him would either desire or accept 
an indulgence, if by that he understood either pardon 
for past, or permission for future sins. 

''To accept Christ in all his offices is to be a Chris- 
tian. 

** To look to others to fulfil the offices which are 
Christ's alone is to be a Romanist. In the words of 
a quaint old hymn — 

" * JBSU8 IS MY ALL — 

" * He is my Prophet, Priest, and King, 
Who did for me salvation bring. 
And while IVe breath I mean to sing, 

Christ /or me. 

*^ ^ Him first and last and all day long. 
My strength, my solace, and my song ; 
Convince me if you think Fm wrong, 

Christ for me' 

" And now, my young friend, I must thank you. 
You have borne with an old man's garrulity. You 
have let me say all I wished to say, though you might 
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have silenced me, and now we are come to the place 
where we mnst part. I have a siek friend to see across 
that bleak mountain, and the day has become dark and 
lowering. You cannot accompany me further. May 
I hope we shall meet again ?" 

** Indeed I wish it might be, but I have little hope 
of it," said the young Priest. ** I am on my return to 
my duties at Lucerne, where I have a canonry. I only 
diyerged from my homeward route at the request of 
the Count, whom I met in an inn by the roadside ; and 
when we entered into conversation, I found that he 
knew my parents in bygone years. I fancied, when be 
told me his sad errand, that I might help to comfort 
him if his lady were removed by death, and therefore 
I accompanied him hither ; but I shall go with you to 
the foot of yon hill. If a storm should arise, I fear 
not a few drops of rain. I have learned to endure 
some hardness, and my body rarely snfifers from fatigue 
or fasting." 

'*It is well to keep under the body," remarked the 
Pastor. " Self-indulgence in food, in sleep, in relaxa- 
tion ill becomes soldiers of the Cross ; but bodily mor- 
tifications, bodily penances, and lacerations are utterly 
inefficacious in subduing the wandering affections or 
desires of the mind. Body cannot greatly affect spirit 
— spirit must deal with spirit. It is the work of the 
Holy Spirit of God alone to purify the soul and to 
cleanse the * dark chambers of imagery.' Pardon me 
again, my friend, but I have been young. You are 
occasionally thrown with those fair daughters of the 
Count. Should any earthly feeling of love" 
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*' Father," said the joang man, blushing deeply, and 
crossing himself, " I am a priest." 

" I know it, my son, I know it," replied the Pastor ; 
''bat nature is stronger than the useless andiron bands 
with which Rome binds her priests. Hear what I hare 
to say. Should such a feeling arise, striye not to con- 
quer it by bruising the flesh. Your oaths bind you. 
Marriage is not, alas 1 for the Romish priest. Yon 
cannot beat your spirit in^o subjection by the whip or 
the scourge, but God will give you His Spirit to help 
yon to keep your oath, not only in the letter but in the 
spirit, if you choose single life for His sake." 
'' Is it not the holier state?" said the Priest. 
"I read it not so," answered the Pastor. '' ^Mar- 
riage is honorable in all,' Paul says, and he giyes 
Timothy and Titus (afterwards bishops of the Church) 
many instructions as to what their wives and children 
ought to be. No ; man in this, again, would be wiser 
than God. God implants certain desires in our nature, 
certain love in our hearts. The indulgence^ of these, 
according to the rules He has plainly marked out in His 
Word, adds, I believe, not only to a man's happiness, 
but to his holiness also." 

''We are not to seek happiness here," remarked the 
Priest: 

''We are nowhere commanded to seek unhappiness," 
replied the Pastor. " Home affections immeasurably 
increase a minister's usefulness, but they should be kept 
strictly under God's laws. A minister's wife should be 
such a one as the Bible recommends him to have, or 
she may be a hindrance to her husband, instead of a 
help. How far better am I able to sympathize with 
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the widower from haviog known similar sorrow. The 
thoaghts of mj wife's deathbed teach me to soothe 
those who are moarniog the departure of their best 
beloved. The remembrance of my little babe — a saint 
in glorj — draws out mj affections towards all the little 
ones of my flock, and my heart can speak to the hearts 
of bereaved parents. My married life was short, bnt 
it was one of my greatest blessings, and has been at 
the root of any success I may have had among my 
people." 

** Nevertheless I believe it to be true that a married 
priest mast be taken up more than is desirable with 
the cares which a family entail," answered the yoang 
man. 

''The advantages far oatweigh the disadvantages," 
said the Ptustor. '' Sinners as we are, God's best gifts 
may be abosed. But marriage is God's ordinance — 
celibacy is man's invention. Herein the difference 
lies." 

''Father," said the Priest, warmly, "I would you 
belonged to us. Your words strangely affect me. I 
had formed in the cloister very different views of the 
heretic faith from those which you have given me." 

"To you," replied the old man, "I say as to my 
own people, 'To the law and to the testimony.' Read 
your Bible, Hebrew Bible, Yulgate, G^erman Transla- 
tion, Greek Testament, I care not which ; only read 
it, and read it with prayer. If I have told you any- 
thing that accords not with that blessed book, I have 
told you a lie. Traditions which are contrary to the 
Word of God must not be our rule of faith. If my 
words agree with the Bible words, they are truth. 
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And when yon read, pray for me also, that I may 
lave the truth more, and follow it more fully." 

"Pray for me, Father," said the Priest, earnestly. 

"I will, I will," replied the old man warmly, and, • 
taking his offered hand, he added solemnly, "The 
Lord bless you, and keep you ; the Lord lift up the 
light of His countenance upon you, and give you peace, 
now and for evermore." 

As the old Pastor pursued his way across the 
mountain, his thoughts were much occupied with the 
conversation he had just had. His heart felt inde- 
scribably drawn towards the youthful Priest. That 
he was deeply interested in religion he felt persuaded. , 
Earnest were his prayers, as he walked along, for God's 
blessing on His own Word, which he believed his 
youthful combatant would study with earnest atten- 
tion. "Can I doubt the result?" said he at length, 
aloud. "*The entrance of Thy Word giveth light, 
and giveth understanding to the simple.' Thou, O 
God, wilt guide and teach him." 

Meanwhile the object of his prayers was returning 
slowly to the castle. What were his thoughts as he 
moved along ? 

A deep crimson flush again suffused his face. "How 
could that old man have divined," said he, " what I 
had scarcely discovered myself? That grave and 
thoughtful face — the very atmosphere around her 
seems one of purity ! How that lovely child seems to 
cling to her I But I dare not indulge such thoughts. 
Holy Yirgin, help me I I could almost fancy that 
thou wert such a one on earth as she now is. I will 
love thee, and cling to thee. Holy Mother! Thou 
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« 

hast heard and answered many prayers I Thou wilt 
help me now I" And despite the warm invitation of the 
County the young man persisted in leaving the castle 
on the following day. He thought it wise to fly from 
the danger. 

He exchanged courteous yet formal salutations with 
the two maidens, as they stood by their father's side. 
Marie held out her hand, and a word of thanks trem- 
bled on her lips for the sympathy he had evinced in 
their time of trial. The Priest touched it respectfully; 
and then, bending his head in lowly obeisance, folded 
his arms over his breast, and went on his way. 

'^A goodly man that," said Madame Marien, as she 
watched his departure. ''What a pity he is a Popish 
priest 1" 

"True," replied Beatrice, to whom the remark was 
addressed. ''What different counsel he would give 
from that which falls from our dear Pastor's lips I 
Don't you think so, Marie ?" 

The question was repeated before Marie answered. 
She seemed lost in thought. At length, understand- 
ing that it was addressed to her, she replied simply, 
"I have not thought about it, dear Beatrice. Come 
and walk on the terrace." 
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CHAPTER V. 

The days passed quickly by, and the Count was com- 
pelled to return to the duties of his profession. He 
had sent messengers to inform his master of the loss 
that he had sustained, and requested permission to re- 
main in his own home for some months at least. But 
it was not a time when the Duke of Savoy could spare 
80 able an officer. He had an important employment 
to offer him. The Duchess sent a kind message to de- 
sire him to bring his daughters to Turin, in order that 
she might watch over their safety when he was absent 
from them. This had been only what the Count had 
anticipated, and he felt that he must thankfully avail 
himself of the offered protection, as a residence in his 
own castle at their age, without either father's or 
mother's care, was not to be thought of for a moment. 
Ever since his return home he had desired his daughters 
to prepare for the possible journey, though he had 
hoped that a slight respite from his arduous labors 
might have been granted him. 

On receiving the summons from the Duke, however, 
the stout old soldier prepared to obey without a mur- 
mur, and the whole party were soon en rotUe for Turin. 

The girls travelled in a litter borne between two 
mules. They had never left their native valley ; and 
though many were the tears they shed on quitting their 
castle, of which every spot reminded them of their be- 
loved mother, they were not insensible to the exhilara- 
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tion of the journey. When they had passed the nar- 
row defile which had for their whole lives been the 
boundary of their view in one direction, beautiful 
though was every feature of the landscape within, they 
felt like birds quitting a cage. After threading the 
defile, the road made a sharp turn, and passed across 
the centre of an extensive plain. The harvest bad 
been gathered, but every field bore the mark of cultiva- 
tion and care, and many comfortable dwellings were 
scattered here and there in the valley. Straight before 
them, at some distance, rose the massive walls which 
surrounded the town of Soleure, and which seemed to 
offer to the whole neighborhood a place of security in 
times of danger. But these objects scarcely attracted 
them, when, in the horizon, they caught a glimpse of 
a long range of distant hills. At first they seemed like 
clouds, but Marie exclaimed, ** O Beatrice, these are 
the mountains, the snow-topped mountains !'' 

** Where, where ?" said Beatrice ; and then, as she 
followed the direction of her sister's eyes, "O Marie, 
the beautiful Bernese Alps, under whose shadow our 
dearest mother was born. How lovely I" 

Each moment as they gazed seemed to bring the 
hills nearer to them, for the clouds were dispersing, 
and the morning light shone brightly on the snow- 
white summits — ^those hoary heads, with their everlast- 
ing snows. How many changes had occurred in the 
quiet valleys beneath while they continued unchanged 1 
Fit nurses of freedom; for no f foot of man had ever 
defiled their purity — no arm of man had ever planted a 
conqueror's flag upon their venerable heads. Long 
may their sons enjoy the freedom they have often so 
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bravely fought for ; and may that freedom never again 
be sullied by acts of cruelty, passion, or revenge I 

We will not follow the travellers through their long 
and tedious journey, but accompany them at once to 
its end. 

It was nearly evening when, after many days' travel- 
ling, they entered the city of Turin. The beauty of 
the situation, the size of its palaces, the wealth appa- 
rent in its shops and storehouses, astonished the country 
travellers. 

The Count had sent forward a messenger, and en- 
gaged for his daughters a suite of rooms in a large 
house, situated at sone little distance from the palace 
of the Duke. The Count's own regiment was just 
now on duty in the city. The litters were carried 
under a gateway into an open court, in the centre of 
which a fountain was throwing up its clear waters; 
while large pots, containing orange-trees, placed round 
the fountains, filled the air with their sweet odor. 

The apartments assigned to the sisters did not open 
upon the court, but overlooked a terrace, beneath which 
was spread a garden, filled with lofty shrubs and odor- 
iferous plants. 

The golden hues of a rich sunset were spread over 
the landscape, as the sisters took their first walk on , 
the pleasant terrace. 

Their father had quitted them to signify his return 
to his regiment. Marien was busy in arranging their 
rooms for the night. With their arms around each 
other, the sisters walked gently up and down, inhaling 
the sweet odors drawn by the dews of evening from 
the orange trees and myrtles which abounded every- 
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where, and which were quite new to the Swiss sisters. 
They watched the erer-Tarying lights and shadows cast 
around by the setting sun. An indistinct hum and 
sound of voices alone reminded them that they were in 
the city, so entirely were the surrounding houses hidden 
by the shrubs and walls of the garden. The cool and 
calm were refreshing after their weary journey. 

"Lovely, Marie, is it not? How delicious are 
these odors I Are we really in the city ?" said Bea- 
trice. 

Marie felt sad, in spite of the surrounding beauty. 

" What is it, dearest ?" said her sister, fondly. 
'* What ails you, my Marie ?" 

"I hardly know, dear Beatrice. A heavy sort of 
sense of coming woe, and an impression of sorrow in 
this place seems to oppress me," answered Marie, 
sighing deeply. 

" Darling sister, you are weary with your journey. 
It is not like you to be gloomy," said Beatrice, press- 
ing her arm fondly. 

" It is not right to indulge such feelings, I know, 
sweet Beatrice ; but I cannot but miss our dear mother's 
care, now we have left our home, and are entering a 
new and untried life." 

'*Dear mother 1 Would, indeed, she were with usl" 
said Beatrice, with a sigh ; and then, after a few mo- 
ments of silence, lifting up her sweet face to kiss her 
sister, she continued—" Is it wrong, dear Marie ? but 
I like the thought of seeing this beautiful city, and the 
soldiers my father commands, and the gracious Duchess 
whom he loves so well, and all the beautiful shops and 
palaces here ; is it wrong to feel so ?" 
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" Oh, no, dear sister, it is only natnral you should 
feel thus," replied her sister, affectionately returning 
her caresses; ''but my heart is in the mountains of 
Soleure, and I seem to long for the lime-walk before 
our rugged old castle eyeu amid the marble palaces of 
this beantiftil city. It is so still and peaceful there, 
and the air blows so freely across the valley. The air 
seems languid here, though it is laden with sweetness." 

''But you had rather be here with our father 7" said 
Beatrice. 

" Oh, surely, surely," said Marie ; " anywhere to be 
with him ; but I shall be glad, indeed, when his time 
of service is over, and we can go home again." 

''And I shall be glad, too, to go home again," re- 
plied Beatrice, gayly ; " but I shall like to see some of 
the bright things here first ; and yon, dear Marie, will 
feel the same, I know, when yon have got over the 
fatigue of your journey." 

Their father returned in high spirits. His com- 
panions at arms had received him with warm greetings. 
The Duke and Duchess had inquired repeatedly for 
him during the last few days, and he must be early at 
the palace the ensuing morning. 

" Go to bed, my children," said he, "and get back 
your roses, for my gracious mistress will see you imme- 
diately, I doubt not." , 

Beatrice was soon asleep. Marie lingered before 
she retired to rest. She opened her Bible and read 
chapter after chapter. She closed her book and fell 
on her knees, but it was long before she could get rid 
of the depression which so unaccountably possessed 
her. 



66 THE BISTERS OF SOLEUBE. 

** Coming events cast their shadows before." 

Marie had hidden strength to rest on — a never-fail- 
ing well to drink. She drank of '' the brook in the 
way/' and again ** lifted np her head." 

She looked oat into the clear bloe skj, studded with 
its conntless stars, and felt the unseen Eye gazing at 
her, and watching over her, as if she alone, of the crea- 
tion required His care. 

She left the window and stood by the side of her 
beautiful sister, and felt for her as parents feel for their 
children. 

** Mother, mother I how can I fill your place to my 
darling Beatrice," murmured she. 

** My God shall supply all your need,^* was whispered 
in her soul. 

She fell on her knees again by her sister's bed; 
and then, quietly laying her head on her pillow, felt 
secure in the protection she had invoked, and slept in 
peace. " So He giveth His beloved sleep." 



CHAPTER VI. 

The house in which Marie and Beatrice lodged be- 
longed to an Italian nobleman, the Comte de la Trinity, 
who, however, never occupied it himself. A suite of 
apartments in it were set apart for the use of his wife's 
mother, a lady advanced in years, of quiet habits, and 
dignified manners and appearance. She was attended 



THE SISTERS OF SOLEUBE. 6T 

by a little elderly lady of singularly prepossessing ap- 
pearance. Her white hair drawn back from her face 
displayed a countenance of winning sweetness. Marie 
and Beatrice happened to meet these ladies in the 
court the day after their arriral at Turin. With native 
good-breeding they stood aside to allow them to pass, 
and seeing they were aged, made a reverence as they 
were passing. The salutation was courteously returned 
by the old Countess, as she cast a look of inquiry on 
the fair young creatures, who blushed beneath her gaze. 
The kindly smile of the attendant communicated itself 
to the girls. It was but a look, but how much often a 
look conveys. If a " high look" is said (Prov. zxi. 4) 
to be ''sin," it cannot be of little importance to watch 
our looks, as well as our words or actions. It was the 
commencement of an acquaintance which ripened into 
an intimacy equally pleasant, both to the old ladies and 
to their youthful neighbors. 

The time drew near when the sisters would require 
the society of ladies of their own rank. Their father 
was about to leave them. All Christendom had been 
aroused by the success of the attack of the Turks on 
the isle (5f Cyprus, and the fearful cruelties they com- 
mitted there. The southern powers of Europe, with 
the Pope at their head, entered into a coalition, and 
sent forth an armament, under the command of Don 
John, of Austria, brother of Philip, of Spain, to chas- 
tise these bold invaders of Christian liberty. The 
Duke of Savoy contributed three galleys to the expe- 
dition. Of one of these he requested Count Julien to 
take the command. The honor was too great for the 
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brave old soldier to refuse, though he had never tried 
his skill in naval warfare. 

The Dachess told him that she should consider his 
daughters under her special protection during his ab* 
sence, and folly acceded to his wish that thej should 
remain in strict retirement till his return. 

** Thej have only lately lost their mother, your 
Grace," pleaded the old man, *' and many months of 
retirement are due to her memory. Besides, my lambs 
are very young, and quite unused to the ways of this 
hurrying world ; and until it please the Virgin and the 
Saints to send me back safely to them, I request that 
they may be left to the care of the faithful nurse who 
accompanied them from Switzerland." 

"Tour wishes shall be carefully attended to, my 
lord," replied the Duchess ; " and I will see them only 
iti my private apartments during your absence ; but the 
time will come, I trust, when you will allow me to 
attach them to my own person." 

*^ I could desire for them no greater honor than to 
serve so gracioas a mistress." 

"They occupy one of the Gomte de la Trinity's 
mansions, I believe," said the Duchess. ''His wife's 
mother lives in the same house. She is too aged to 
attend court, but I hear from many of her good deeds ; 
she would be a motherly friend for your daughters." 

The Count was not sorry, on his return to his quar* 
ters, to find a letter from the Countess de Brescia, beg- 
ging that he would call upon her ; and he received with 
thankfulness her offers of kindness to his children, who, 
on their part, were delighted at the prospect of a nearer 
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acquaintance with the ladies whose external appearance 
had captivated them. 

Within a fortnight of their arrival at Tarin, their 
father had bade them farewell, with a calm exterior, 
bnt with an aching heart ; all the deep affection he had 
felt for his wife, had now centred in his motherless 
children. 

Oh I mother, your best wishes are fulfilled for yonr 
children — at least for the first few months of their resi- 
dence in Turin. The old Countess was strongly at- 
tached to the reformed faith, though secretly, in the 
bigoted city in which she dwelt, where even her son- 
in-law's power and known devotion to Rome would 
have failed to protect her, had her heresy been an 
acknowledged thing. While it was only suspected, she 
was left in peace. Her attendant was the danghter of 
a Yaudois family, whom circumstances had istrongly 
attached to her service. In one of the fearful perseeur 
tions to which that faithful people have been subject 
from time to time, for professing a faith contrary to the 
dogmas of Rome, a Duke of Savoy had sent fire and 
Bwoi^ into the villages of his simple and unoffending 
sul^ects. The men and women were massacred; of 
the children some were mnrdered, and some carried off 
to slavery. Madame Arnaud, as she was always called, 
though nnmarried, had been carried off in her twelfth 
year from her burning village, after seeing her father, 
mother, and two brothers murdered before her eyes. 
The Countess de Brescia, then a girl in her father's 
house, had received the poor child with pity, when 
brought to her by her father, as the one living tc&fhf 
of his bloody visit to the Yaudois valleys. 
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Compelled to listen to Romish teaching, Felicie eon- 
tin aed firm, even in her tender years, in her attachment 
to the faith of her fathers ; and neither menaces, threats, 
nor caresses, availed to shake her adhesion to it. 

'* She is the most obstinate heretic I ever met," was 
the exclamation of the angry priest of the establishment. 
** She has lived upon the Bible, I snspect, for she has 
it at her fingers' ends. She has a text for everything 
she advances. I mnst say she is a good little creatnre, 
too ; for, in spite of all that her people have suffered, 
she never says a word of railing against those who have 
made her an orphan. I wash my hands of her. I 
shall leave her alone in future ; but if I were yon, my 
lord, I should not suffer her to remain near your 
daughter, but send her off to some convent, where she 
might be cured of her heresies, or silenced at least." 

But the only daughter of the house loved Felicie, 
and chose to retain her near her, and so Felicie re- 
mained with her benefactress year after year, clung to 
her side through her married life, which was short 
and unhappy, and now brightened by her love and 
cheerfulness her beloved mistress's declining years. 
The single seed of kindness early sown by the spoiled 
child had sprung up into a great tree, in the shadow of 
which the aged woman was happily dwelling. 

Every action in life, whether good or bad, is never 
lost, never alone, but bears corresponding and ever 
increasing fruits on — on — ^into eternity. 

Many hours of every day were spent by Marie and 
Beatrice with those two aged ladies, and it would have 
been hard to say on which side the intercourse gave 
the greatest pleasure. 
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The yonog g^rU delighted in the stories of olden 
times, which the elder ladies were eqoally fond of nar- 
rating ; and eveniDg after eTening the time flew by, 
with its houra nnheeded, while Beatrice and Marie 
scarcely pnrsned the embroidery which they continnally 
brought with them into the GoonteBs's apartments, so 
eagerly did they liaten to her tales of the conrt of 
Charies the Fifth, and the details of the lires and ac- 
tions of the great RefonnerB, whose words had filled 
the world with their fame. 

"It was the first year of my married life," said the 
ConntesB, one ereniDg, when Beatrice had begged her 
to tell of Charles the Fifth's coronation, "and my 
hasband was in the Emperor's service ; he was there- 
fore present at Bologna when his great master was 
crowned by the Pope jn 1530. Such a ceremonial 
was never witnessed ; and the young prince himself, 
—80 handsome, so grave, so conrt«ons — the greatest 
man of his ^e." 

"And yet," said Madame Amand, "even here, 
Rome showed her determination to be greater than 
the greatest. The Emperor was first to be made a 
canon of 8t Peter's, and he waited on the Pope while 
his Holiness performed high mass, and then received 
the consecrated wafer, kneeling between two cardinals. 

" Bnt what a moment was his retnm to his throne," 
said the Conntese, "when they arrayed 
splendid mantle, glittering with diamo 
from Constantinople. Then the Pope to( 
ful crown from the hands of the Doke o 
placed it on the Emperor's head." 

" In reward for which condescension oi. 
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the Pontiff, the Emperor kissed his JSoliness's red slip- 
per," said Madame Arnaad. 

''The cross embroidered on it, Felicie," returned the 
Countess, with a smile. 

'' But," continued Madame Amaud, " the pageant 
at Bologna was nothing compared to the Emperor's 
reception at Augsburg." 

"What di^he go to Augsburg for?" inquired 
Marie. 

''It was there, in 1530, that the Great Council was 
held, for the purpose of trying to bring back to the 
Church of Rome those who had left her communion," 
replied the Countess. 

" Was Luther there ?" inquired Beatrice. 

** No, not there," said the Countess ; " but I saw 
Luther at Marburg, where he, and Zwingle met to try 
and settle the differences that prevailed between them." 

" Differences between the Reformers 1" said Marie. 

" Ah yes, my child," replied the Countess, with a 
sigh; "as long as men's minds continue as various as 
their faces, it is useless to attempt to moke them agree 
on all points : the thing is impossible." 

"Yet," continued Madame Amaud, "few persons 
can rest contented under this impossibility ; and Mling 
to make minds agree, those who have power in every 
sect are ever seeking to secure outward uniformity^ as 
if anything were to be gained by the agreement of 
bodies when the mind cannot be brought to measure 
all things by the same standard, and to see all things 
in the same light." 

" Why not agree to differ ?" said Marie, smiling. 

"That is what wise men do, my child," replied the 
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CounteBS, smiling in her turn. '^ So did Luther and 
Zwingle, at last ; they agreed to differ." 

*'BQt," observed Madame Arnaud, '^it was not 
easy, even for them, to do it ; and there were great 
fears among the friends of the Reformed Faith that 
these two great men would have parted in anger.'' 

** Luther, though a noble and a wonderful man, had 
s most determined will, and had been so accustomed 
to see all fall before him, that he found it a hard mat- 
ter to yield on any point," remarked the Oountess. 

'* Would you be so good as to tell "us, madam," said 
Beatrice, ** what was the point of difference between 
Luther and Zwingle ?" 

** One which is beyond our weak heads to understand, 
my child — ^the real presence of the body of our Lord 
in the Eucharist." 

'' The real presence 1" said Marie, starting. '* Why, 
only Rome, surely, holds that the body of our Lord is 
really present in the consecrated wafer." 

** Ah, Marie, you have been brought up a Zwinglian, 
I see," said the Countess. 

** The point of difference between the two great Re- 
formers was as to the manner in which our Lord is 
present in the sacrament of his body and blood," said 
Madame Arnaud. '^ Luther believed him present, in 
some manner, corporeally : Zwingle believed him pre- 
sent^ only spiritually. Yet on this single doctrine 
Luther, at one period of the discussion, said to Zwingle 
and his companions, (Ecolampadius and Bucer, * We 
acknowledge you as friends ; we do not consider you 
as brothers and members of Christ's Church.' " 

''Those were hard words, indeed," fiaid the Gonntess; 
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" but God, in His mercy, wonld not allow the Chnrch 
of Christ to be split into endless divisions on a point, 
after all, not essential to salvation. As yon advise, 
Marie, these good men agreed to differ, and gave each 
other the right hand of fellowship ; and Luther drew 
up certain Articles, which were signed and agreed to 
by all who were present at the Conference. These 
Articles spoke of the various points on which they 
were agreed, and concluded with these words : ' And 
though at present we are not agreed on the question, 
whether the real body and blood of Christ are corpore- 
ally present in the bread and wine ; yet both the inte- 
rested parties shall cherish, more and more, a truly 
Christian charity for one another, as far as conscience 
permits ; and we will all earnestly implore the Lord to 
condescend, by His Spirit, to confirm us in the sound 
doctrine.' " 



CHAPTER VII. 

On another evening Beatrice begged the Countess 
to tell them something more about the meeting at 
Augsburg. 

*' That," said the Countess, " was indeed a grand 
sight ; all Germany was assembled there to see the 
young and gallant Emperor. At this time he was but 
thirty, yet all his projects had succeeded. The magni- 
ficent Francis of France was humbled before him, and 
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his extensive territories and personal qualities made 
him the first monarch of the age. He was now bend- 
ing all the energies of his great mind to win or to force 
back into the one true Church the audacious prelates 
and princes who had dared to rise against her domi- 
nion. " 

*' My husband," continued the Countess, "was one 
who held a canopy over the Emperor's head as he 
entered the town ; the guns were firing, the bells ring- 
ing, the people shouting, and such a train of princes, 
and lords, and ladies went forth to meet kim as were 
never seen together before, and will never be seen to- 
gether again." 

" Who were the Protestant Princes ?" asked Marie. 

" The Elector of Saxony, the Landgrave of Hesse, 
the Margrave of Brandenburg, the young Princes of 
Luneburg, Mecklenburg, and Anhault," replied Felicie. 
"They went out to meet the Emperor before he entered 
the town, and he descended from his horse to greet 
them." 

"Campeggio, the Pope's legate," continued the 
Countess, ** was there, on a mule, glittering with pur- 
ple, and he blessed the assembled multitude, who all, 
with the exception of these Protestant Princes, knelt 
to receive his blessing. It was strange to see these 
few men standing amidst the prostrate multitude." 

** It reminded me," said Felicie, " of the Jews in the 
plains of Dura." 

'* Oh, Felicie I do you remember those horsemen in 
the Duke of Bavaria's service, four hundred and fifty 
of them, five abreast, with their bright cuirasses and 
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red doablets, their wayiDg plames and magnificent 
horses ?" 

^* I remember them," said Felicie, ''and the Tarkish 
and Polish horsemen who followed, with their pages, 
in yellow or red velvet; and the Spanish and Bohemian 
nobles in silk and velvet robes." 

** The Emperor himself," said the Gonntess, *' was 
mounted on a perfectly white horse, and his garments 
and Spanish hat glittered with precious stones. A 
rich canopy of red, white, and green damask was borne 
over his head. The Elector of Mentz, with two hun- 
dred gaards, was on his right, and the Elector of 
Cologne, with his attendants, on his left. 

*' I had a good place in the Minster, which was the 
first place he went to when he entered the city," con- 
tinued the Countess. '' I remember you would not go 
there with me, Felicie. After witnessing the meeting 
between the Emperor and the Princes, I hastened, by 
a back way, to the cathedral, aad I was nearly ex- 
hausted with waiting, for the Emperor did not arrive 
there till between eight and nine in the evening. It 
was getting dark, but the place, which was gayly deco- 
rated with flowers, was illuminated with hundreds of 
torches. The organ pealed, the choristers sang, as the 
Emperor advanced np the aisle, and finally prostrated 
himself before the altar. They brought him a cushion 
to kneel on, but he pushed it away, and knelt on the 
bare stones ; and when he knelt, all the assembly, ex- 
cept the Protestant Princes, kneeled too, and for a few 
moments perfect stillness prevailed through the whole 
building. 

'' I cannot tell why such sights affect one in the way 
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they do," pursued she, " but as he knelt there, with all 
that assembly around him, I could not restrain my 
tears, and nearly all the ladies near me were similarly 
affected." 

''You have forgotten the legate," said Felicie, smil- 
ing. 

" The poor legate did not choose to be forgotten," 
said the Countess ; '' for when the Archbishop of Salz- 
burg was about to pronounce the blessing, Gampeggio 
rushed up, and rudely pushing him on one side, said 
sharply to him^ 'This office belongs to me, and not to 
you.' 

" The Emperor bent again ; and I saw the Land- 
grave of Hesse hiding himself behind a candelabrum, 
and with difficulty concealing a smile." 

" Are such processions ever seen now ?" said Bea- 
trice. 

** One so grand as that of Augsburg can scarcely be 
seen again," said the Countess; ''bnt at the marriage 
or death of a king or queen, or when one king visits 
another, similar scenes are enacted. When the Duchess 
of Savoy visits her relations at the court of France, 
there are always all sorts of fites and processions 
going on. The French are particularly fond of such 
spectacles." 

" The French understand the arrangement of effective 
processions better than any other nation," said Madame 
Arnaud. " The German and Spaniards spare no cost 
in their pageants ; but the French, undoubtedly, are 
superior in taste and elegance to all other nations." 

" In tracing the progress of the Reformation in the 
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countries you have named, a remarkable difference pre- 
sents itself," observed the Countess. 

** It took, at once, strong hold on the middle classes 
of Germany. The independence of the various sove- 
reigns there facilitated its growth. Several of the 
smaller sovereigns were its warm friends ; and in their 
territories the Reformers promulgated their opinions 
without fear or reserve. These princes were too power- 
ful to be despised, even by the despotic Oharles, and 
bravely and firmly they stood to their principles in 
spite of all the Emperor's endeavors to win them back 
to conformity with Rome. The Germans are a religi- 
ous people ; and so, indeed, are the Swiss. They had 
not learned to despise all religion, as the Italians, and 
very generally the French, had done, in consequence 
of the scandalous lives and excesses of the priesthood. 
The deep religious sentiments of the Germans found a 
deeper echo in the pure and simple doctrines of the 
Bible, than in the pomp, and outward ceremonies of 
Rome ; whereas both the French and Italians delight 
in grand shows, and are excited to ecstasy at the sound 
of the organ at the sacred festivals. Spain is too 
thoroughly priest-ridden, and too tamely submissive to 
its despotic sovereigns, to have, in religious matters, a 
will or opinion of its own. France promised at. first 
to be a good nursery of the truth, but it suited the 
policy of the court to second the determination of the 
Doctors of the Sorbonne to uphold Rome at the ex- 
pense of the lives and properties of its opponents. 
Charles, the mighty Emperor, who ruled over half 
Europe, was unable to crush the free spirit of the inde- 
pendent Germans, while Francis, though himself indis- 
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posed to be a persecator and much ander the influ- 
ence of his lovely sister, Marguerite of Navarre, a 
truly Christian lady, was driven by circumstances to 
require the aid of his Popish allies and subjects, and 
therefore permitted them, with the sanction of his 
name, to banish, impoverish-, or bum his heretic sub- 
jects. Under succeeding kings, no toleration has yet 
been secured to members of the Reformed Church 
in France, though they sometimes have a rest from per- 
secution. In times of civil commotion toleration 
is promised, but the moment peace is restored, and the 
court feels strong enough to follow its own bent, per- 
secution begins again." 

** Did the Conference of Augsburg bring no good 
to the Reformers ?" asked Marie. 

" It did this good," said the Countess, '* it banished 
all idea of the possibility of amalgamating Rome with 
the Word of God. It proved that Rome cannot, and 
will not yield one iota of her unscriptural doctnnes for 
the sake of peace. Neither would Rome, by her own 
authority, do away with one single abuse, though her 
best sons painfully felt that a purifying process might 
have conciliated her adversaries, and was greatly needed 
for her own advantage." 

*' The communion in both kinds to laymen," re- 
marked Felicie, ''and the marriage of priests, were 
boons granted for a time to certain half Romanist 
states; but even these trifling concessions were soon 
recalled." 

''The Emperor's endeavors at conciliation were ut- 
terly fruitless," said the Countess. " The Conference 
at Augsburg ended in disappointment and irritation. 
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War, with all its disastrous consequences, soon fol- 
lowed. In fact, religion and politics haye become so 
intermingled in onr days, that it is impossible to sepa- 
rate them.'* 

** Switzerland has had her share ki the straggle," 
said Madame A maud. 

** Switzerland has, indeed, borne a gallant part in 
the fight,'' said the Countess. *' She has won hw way 
to spiritual freedom through war and blood." 

*' Unfortunately," said Madame Amaud, '* the Swiss 
pastors committed the sad error of seeking to wield the 
civil as well as the spiritual sword. They buckled on 
defensive armor for the stern struggles of the battle- 
field, forgetting that their fight should have been a 
spiritual one, and prayer their only allowable weapon." 

''Zwingle's death taught them a sad, yet eaJutary 
lesson," said the Countess. 

''Did you know Zwingle, madam?" asked Marie, 
eagerly. 

"I did, Marie," replied the Countess. "My hus- 
band was still with the Emperor, and Felicie and I 
retired to Zurich for a while. The wife of the burgo- 
master was a relative of mine, but we were drawn there 
chiefly by the fame of Zwingle's preaching and adminis- 
tration. He was, in fact, the ruler o^the whole canton. 
When we went to Zurich there was no thought of civil 
war." 

**You remember," said Felicie, "how tidings were 
brought to the town that the Five Cantons were march- 
ing on Zurich. No one believed the news. When it 
was found that it was really so--oh, the dismay and 
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terror that prevailed! I tremble when I think of it 
now." 

^'Oar house wa§ opposite Zwingle'8,"said the Coun- 
tess. ''I saw them bring his beautifal war-horse to 
the door. Zwingle came forth with i^ grave face, but 
determined air. His noble wife, Anna, was beside 
him, straggling with her fears, and their joung chil- 
dren hang weeping around. He gave his children his 
blessing, and one kiss to his wife, and then turned 
awaji with such a look at her as I shall never forget, 
as if parting with her were worse than death to him. 
He tried to mount his horse, but the animal backed 
and refused to let him get into the saddle. He over- 
came it with difficulty, and rode quietly down the 
street. He cast not a look behind. Up that street he 
never rode again." 

"How? Why, Madam?" 92;c]Aimed both her 
hearers. 

" He died upon the battle-field," said the Countess. 

'' Oh, it was a fearful fight," said Madame Amaud ; 
f brothers fighting with brothers." 

''What was the gronnd of the quarrel?" asked 
Marie. 

"The Five Cantons," replied Madame Arnand, 
^* Uri, Zag, Schwitz, Laceme, and Unterwalden, clang 
to Bome. Zurich was thoroughly Protestant. There 
was a district, partly dependent on the Five Cantons 
and partly on Zurich, where Zwingle determined the 
Word of God should be freely preached, and where 
the. rulers of the Romanist cantons were equally 
determined to put a stop to the preaching. Excesses 
were committed on both sides. Austria fomented the 
6 
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discord. Rome, ns nsnal; fonght with the sword and 
the stake; and at her example, Zwingle took the 
sword. He thought the time was come for the over- 
throw of Popery, and the nniversal establishment of a 
purer religion, by the arm of the secular power. He 
acted more as a magistrate than as a minister of God. 
The Five Cantons stubbornly resisted the preadhing of 
the Word. The Zurichers strove to starve them into 
submission. In despair, the Waldstettes, as the people 
of the Five Cantons were called, united their forces 
and marched upon Zurich, and took their enemies by 
surprise." 

" Signs and portents had not been wanting," said 
Madame Arnaud, "to prepare men's minds for some 
great calamity, but the slaughter at the battle of 
Cappel had not been anticipated." 

''Alas I" said the Countess, ''no wars are so bloody 
and so cruel as those caused by religious dififerences." 

"Zwingle was one of the many who perished in that 
fatal battle," said Madame Arnaud. "He was stoop- 
ing to comfort a dying soldier when he was struck 
down by a stone. His last words were, ' What matters 
this misfortune ? They may indeed kill the body, but 
they cannot kill the soul 1' He then lay, with upturned 
face, and clasped hands, under a pear-tree, which still 
bears his name. ' Mass or Death,' was the watchword 
of the victorious party. After the battle many of them 
wandered about the bloody field with torches, mocking 
the dying agonies of the heretics I" 

" Cruel I horrible I" said Beatrice. 

"Ah I my child," said Madame Arnaud, "fanati- 
cism hardens all hearts. I have seen such sights — 
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women and children tortured — m ordered — ^forno crime 
save that of reading and following the Word of God." 

"Was Zwingle dead when he was found after the 
battle ?" asked Beatrice. 

" He was still alive, when two Waldstette soldiers 
found him," ^replied Madame Arnaud. "They asked 
' whether he would not like a priest to confess him V 
He shook his head. 'At all events, think in thy heart 
of the Mother of God, and call upon the saints,' said 
they. When he still made a sign in the negative, they 
examined him more closely, and some one mentioned 
his name. 'Zwingle I that vile heretic — Zwingle I that 
rascal — ^that traitor I' resounded on all sides. A Cap- 
tain Fockingen, of Unterwalden, pierced his throat 
with his sword, uttering the words, 'Die, obstinate 
heretic' They then burnt his body, and scattered his 
ashes to the winds. Besides Zwingle, his son, his 
son-in-law, his brother-in-law, and his most intimate 
friends, perished on that fatal field I" 

" His poor wife 1" said Marie ; "she was left deso- 
late indeed." 

"How long ago did all this happen f " asked Beatrice, 
deeply interested. 

" In the year 1531, just forty years ago," replied the 
Countess. 

"Though the battle was between the Swiss only," 
continued Madame Arnaud, "it was considered of 
much importance by the Romanist party. The Romish 
sovereigns rejoiced, considering it the beginning of a 
conflict which woulft utterly destroy the Reformers. 
They were happily mistaken. Many of the Swiss 
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cantons are thoroughly Protestant still, thongh many 
still cling to Rome.'' 

" Charles the Fifth had no reason to love Zwingle," 
said the Goantess. ''He had planned a scheme of 
political anion which was to have hurled that monarch 
from his throne. Zwingle considered him unfit to reign, 
since he refused liberty of conscience to his subjects.'^ 

** Do any princes now grant liberty of conscience to 
their subjects ?" asked Beatrice. 

" Ah 1" replied the Countess, " there is scarcely 
anywhere that real religious liberty for which Zwingle 
contended. Protestant princes are often nearly as in- 
tolerant as Romish princes to those who differ from 
them, though they do not make such free use of the 
torture and the stake as the Romanists do. In some of 
the states of Germany, and in some of the cantons of 
Switzerland, toleration is granted alike to Protestants 
and Romanists. In England, perhaps, the Romanist 
enjoys as much toleration as in any Protestant country." 

" There does not seem to be much religious liberty 
here," said Beatrice. 

** Hush, hush, my child, speak low. I believe we 
may converse in safety with the doors shut," said the 
Countess; ^'but if I were known to be a Protestant, 
mv son-in-law's power could not protect me, nor am I 
sure be would wish me protected. That I never leave 
tJie garden of this palace is my excuse for not attending 
piass. I can depend on my priest, who is a truly 
Christian man, though still attached to Rome. Eelicie 
is known to be a heretic ; but there is a little peace for 
ter people just now." 

''And Eelicie, happily for her, is in too humble a 
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position to excite obseryation/' remarked Madame 
Arnand. 

** Since oar Dnke returned to his dominions, there 
has been a furions persecntion of the Yandois, headed^ 
Alas! by my son-in-law/' said the Oonntess. ''The 
Archbishop of Turin was the mover of it; bnt the 
Tandois resisted the soldiers sent against them so 
bravely and snccessfnlly, that the Dake, who is by no 
means a cruel man, was glad to listen to the inter- 
cession of the Duchess, and make a treaty with the 
Vaudois." 

" Not cruel I" exclaimed Beatrice, indignantly ; "not 
cruel I To murder men, women, and children, simply 
because they cannot believe all that the atrociously 
cruel and bloody Church of Rome believes! Who 
that ever read the Bible could believe her wicked lies 
and monstrous absurdities 7" and Beatrice's color rose, 
and indignation flashed from her eyes. 

" Hush, my child," said Felicie, gently ; " hard 
words do no good. These strong terms applied to 
Borne may 1)e true as regards the carrying out of her 
doctrines, but your own spirit will be injured if you in- 
dulge in such language." 

** Ah I madam," answered Beatrice, " my spirit 
rises when I think of her cruelties, and I do not know 
how to bear the name of Rome." 

'' G-od bears with it," said Felicie, mildly. 

''Besides, Beatrice," interposed the Countess, "the 
harsh feeling which prompts these harsh words would 
prevent your being useful to members of the Romish 
Church, while it will not strengthen you to stand 
against her wiles yourself." 
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'' Me, i&adain I" said Beatricei " I could never leave 
my mother's faith." 

"I woald rather hear you say humbly, *God help 
me,'" said the Countess, gravely. '' I am old, Beatrice. 
Believe me, dear child, our strongest bulwark is a 
sense of our own weakness." 

** Pardon me, madam, I spoke rashly," said Beatrice, 
blushing deeply, while tears filled her eyes. 

** Pardon you, my child ?" said the Countess, kissing 
her affectionately ; '' I would only warn yqu, sweet one. 
Your mother's God protect you I" 

When the sisters had retired to their own apart- 
ments, their aged friends conversed long about them. 

''I could trust Marie's firmness," said the Countess. 
'' She speaks little, but there is that about her which 
assures me she would be a martyr, if necessary." 

"I fully agree with you," answered Felicie; "buf 
Beatrice is so lovely and engaging." 

"She is," warmly replied the Countess, "and so 
affectionate — so devotedly attached to lier-sister. But 
she is too lovely, and too excitable for this court. 
That wily Archbishop, if he casts his eye on her — ^or if 
the Duchess become attached to her, I should tremble 
for her." 

"The Duchess's kindness has evidently impressed 
both the sisters already," said Eelicie. "She is so 
unaffectedly kind, and can be so winning. Sometimes 
I cannot help hoping that she may not be utterly 
opposed to the Jleformation." 

"Ah I Felicie," replied the Countess, "she is cem- 
pletely under the Archbishop's influence. To please 
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him, she consented to the Yaudois crnsade. She would 
do anything the Archbishop commanded her." 

** She must have heard the truth, too," remarked 
Felicie. 

" She was mnch in early youth with her good aunt 
Marguerite, the late Queen of Navarre," said the 
Countess, ** and that admirable woman. Marguerite's 
daughter, the present Queen. But the court of Paris 
is not a favorable place for spiritual development. 
Catherine de Medici is devoted to Roipe, and hates 
the Reformers intensely." 

" Paris loves the world too well to love the Saviour 
of the world," said Felicie. Gallantry, intrigue, dis- 
sipation, and frivolity, all stand in the way of the 
Gospel." 

*' There is a truce just now between Rome and the 
Reformers in France," remarked the Countess ; *^ but 
it is a hollow peace, I am persuaded. I trust not 
Catherine. And our Duchess is a true Romanist, 
though a kind and wise woman. The Duke is too 
busy with politics to think of the religion of Christ. 
Besides, the Pope's friendship is too valuable for him 
to risk it for the sake of a few ' speculative notions.' " 

*^ God send a good issue to this Turkish war I" said 
Felicie. '' I tremble for our brave soldiers and sailors. 
A Turkish prison or African slavery, is a fearful 
thing." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

So passed on the winter. The more the Dnchess 
knew of Marie and Beatrice, the more interested she 
became in them. Their manners -were so simple, their 
hearts so tme, that conversation with them was a real 
pleasure to one accustomed to the hollowness of courts. 

Marie never obtruded her religious views, though 
when questioned as to her faith, she always replied with 
clearness and decision. 

Beatrice, occasionally, even in the Duchess's pre- 
sence, indulged in bursts of indignation at any tale of 
persecution. 

On these occasions the Duchess either smiled as at 
a childlike ebullition, or simply restrained her with a 
word of dignified rebuke. Marie, privately, in vain 
exhorted Beatrice to more moderation. 

" I cannot help it, darling Marie," she would say, 
when alone with her sister. " I feel such contempt for 
all that trumpery and nonsense about saints and the 
Virgin, which they are so fond of, and it makes me so 
angry to think that sensible people can pray before 
these dressed-up dolls which we see in the churches." 

''But anger will do no good, dearest," said Marie. 
''Some of those who kneel there regard not the images 
themselves, but look to the beings whom they repre- 
sent." 

"And much help can those beings give them, if they 
do look to them," retorted Beatrice. "Don't you think, 
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Marie, that if Mary conld hear all the words they say 
to her, and the blasphemous names they call her, she 
would shed tears, eveti in heaven, at having such honor 
paid to herself, and taken away from her Son V^ 

"I do, indeed, think she would grieve," replied 
Marie; "but she would be more sorry than angry, 
Beatrice." 

" I cannot help it, but I am more angry than sorry," 
returned Beatrice. "I long to take all the idols and 
break them to pieces." 

"And if the poor people's hearts were after their 
idols, breaking their images would not dislodge them 
from their affections, and therefore no good would be 
done by it. Let us pray more for them, dear sister. 
We may help them by our prayers." 

" Do you not think our words may do some good, 
Marie?" asked Beatrice, reproachfully. 

" They may, with God's blessing, dearest Beatrice. 
Loving, truthful words may do good ; but bitter, angry 
words must do harm. And," continued she, " our con- 
duct will do more than our words. Indeed, dearest, 
we must keep ourselves quiet and humble, if we wish 
to show our Romanist neighbors that our religion is 
really better than theirs." 

"When will our father return, I wonder?" said 
Beatrice. 

"And take us home," added Marie, "to our own 
valley, and then to Protestant Berne, where we may 
join the church." . 

Beatrice blushed. She longed for her father's return, 
that she might see more of the gay world of Turin. 
She was fascinated by the Duchess's kindness. She 
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liked the appearance of the young ladies of the coart, 
to whom she had been introduced, though never allowed 
private intercourse with them. She had traversed the 
gay saloons of the Duchess's palace, and heard of the 
fetes and assemblies held there, and she longed to bear 
a part in them. Perchance the looks of admiration 
which she had often met, had had their share in draw- 
ing her towards scenes where it might be more openly 
displayed; but love to her sister was, however, still 
her predominant feeling; and in her society she was 
still perfectly happy, and she warmly shared Marie's 
feelings of love and admiration for the Countess and 
her friend Madame Arnaud. In spite of all which the 
Countess de Brescia felt she should have to undergo, 
should she openly profess her faith, and in spite of all 
th^€ Madame Arnaud and her family had suffered from 
the persecuting spirit of Rome, it was remarkable that 
they never indulged in any acrimonious expressions 
against that church, while Beatrice rather gloried in 
the strength of her abhorrence of her tenets and detes- 
tation of her cruelties. Beatrice's views were such as 
would have led her to be a persecutor had opportunity 
served. She would have been an Iconoclast of the 
highest order. What is the feeling in the human heart 
^hich induces it so readily to lend its aid to persecu- 
tion? Romanists, Protestants, sects and denomina- 
tions of all sorts, have ruled with a rod of iron over 
their opponents, when Providence has given them the 
upper hand. One great diflFerence there is, which 
should ever be strongly marked, between Rome and 
all other classes of religionists: Rome persecutes in 
obedience to the dogmas of her faith ; all other sects 
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persecute in direct disobedience to the Book which they 
profess to take for their guide. No command can be 
found in the Old or New Testament to propagate the 
religion of Christ with the sword. Neither in any of 
the Apostles' sermons do we find violent abuse of the 
idols whom they desired to dethrone. On the contrary, 
in Paul's sermon to the Athenians, he seized the only 
piece of truth which their idolatry afforded, as a founda- 
tion on which to build his edifice of truth. ** I found 
an altar to the unkhown God. Whom ye ignorantly 
worship, Him declare I unto you." The philosopher 
Isaac Taylor has drawn a striking picture, in his '^ Fana- 
ticism," of the means by which an inquisitor is made. 
The isolated position of the Romish priesthood makes 
them easily susceptible of malign influence ; but the 
lonely-hearted priest is not the only inquisitor. Wo- 
men, with every tender affection called into play by 
husband and children, have been found to be willing 
instruments of persecution ; just as tender and refined 
women are found to be among the most cruel and piti- 
less slave-owners in America. The fact is, that cruelty 
is inherent in human nature. Education may do some- 
thing towards eradicating it — grace alone can root it 
out altogether. ''I am right, my friend; you are 
wrong," is a universal feeling. To love our enemies is 
the highest attainment in the school of Christ — ^to love 
our friends, neighbors, and dependents, is no easy 
matter. " If you cannot see what is right, I will try 
ai^d help you. If my help does not produce the de- 
sired effect, it is not because you cannot, but that you 
will not see the right ; and in this case, I must 
you see it." " But," replies my friend, " 
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and tortnre, and the stake, cannot make me see what 
you call 'the right' to be bo." "Ah I well, then," I 
reply, "you deserve to be tortured and murdered 
because you witt not see as Isee,^^ 

This is the history of persecution ; and the germs 
of these feelings are to be found in all minds which 
are not imbued with the Spirit of Christ. 

A few months passed away, and then the whole city 
of Turin was filled with rejoicing at the tidings of the 
glorious victory of Lepanto, gained by the allied Chris* 
tlan fleet over the Turks. Most hardly had it been 
contested. The Turks brought two hundred and thirty 
galleys into the engagement, and every weapon of war- 
fare, of ancient or modern invention, was employed by 
the furious combatants — arrows, javelins, fire-balls, 
grappling irons, cannons, muskets, spears and swords. 
The galleys grappled together, and the deck of each 
afforded a battle plain, where enemies fought hand to 
hand in murderous warfare. Hali, the Turkish Admi- 
ral, and Don John of Austria, the Christian chief, sur- 
rounded by their choicest troops, sustained the bloody 
fight for three hours. Suddenly the galley which 
Count Julien commanded, having been rendered useless 
during the early part of the engagement, by being 
grounded on a sunken rock, was got off by the repeated 
efforts of the crew, who were burning with eagerness 
to be engaged in the action. The Count moved on at 
once to attack the galley of the Turkish commander, 
whose crew were nearly exhausted by the gallant fight 
they had so long maintained. This new succor gave 
fresh spirit to the Christian soldiers, and struck terror 
into the hearts of the Turks. The surrounding galleys, 
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as by one sndden impulse, suspended their mutual hos- 
tilities, to see the result of the combat of their chiefs. 
In spite of every effort to prevent a junction, Count 
Jnlien's galley joined itself to Hall's, and in a moment 
Count Julien, at the head of his men, sprung into the 
Turkish galley. Therewas.no retreat. The gallant 
crew were surrounded by the bloody swords of their 
enemies. The narrow space was soon doubly strewn 
with the dying and the dead. Still Hali fought brave- 
ly on — ^the dead bodies of his men formed ramparts 
around him, and the few gallant followers who still re- 
mained alive. 

" Give up your sword," shouted Count Julien— 
''receive quarter." 

A vigorous thrust at an assailant who had pressed 
before the Count was Hali's first answer. The man 
fell dead at his feet. 

'' I will die sword in hand," said the veteran, sternly. 

*^ Die, then," said the Count; and turning aside the 
sword of the admiral with a small shield which he bore 
on his left arm, one well-directed blow on the head 
from the Count's sword stunned the unfortunate chief, 
who staggered and fell. A hundred swords at once 
pierced him, all eager to share in the death of Hall. 

" Down with the Turkish colors — hpist up the ban- 
ner of the Cross," shouted a hundred voices. 

The few Turks remaining in Hall's galley were 
speedily cut down. The banner of the Cross waved 
proudly in the air. The head of the brave Hali was 
cut off and fixed on the stem of the v^sel ; and the 
surrounding galleys either struck at once to the Chris- 
tian fleet, or sought for safety in flight. But few were 
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fortunate enough to escape. • Uluzzali, the second in 
command in the Tnrkish fleet, took advantage of the 
few minutes when the attention of the combatants was 
drawn to the Admiral's galley, and detaching himself 
from the vessel with which he had been bravely fight- 
ing, succeeded, with twenty-eight other ships, in mak- 
ing his escape. Thirty Turkish galleys were sunk, 
twenty-five burnt, and one hundred and thirty taken. 
Thirty thousand Turks perished in the fight, ten thou- 
sand were taken prisoners, and fifteen thousand Chris- 
tian slaves were released from the oars of the Turkish 
galleys. Never had so glorious a victory been won by 
Christian armies. Italy was in a state of transport 
when the news arrived. Rome, Yenice, and Turin 
were intoxicated with delight. Pope Pius the Fifth 
exclaimed, when he heard the glad news — " There was 
a man sent from God, whose name was John ;" in allu- 
sion to the name of the fortunate and valiant com- 
mander-in-chief of the expedition. 



CHAPTER IX. 

The first news of the victory was imparted to Bea- 
trice and Marie by the Duchess herself. They received 
a summons early one morning to the palace, and while 
on their way thither, were astonished at the sound of 
all the bells in the city ringing together. 

" Sister, sister," said Marie, " news from the war. 
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Oh 1 our father, our father." Trembling, and scarcely 
able to support herself, she entered the Duchess's 
palace. The sisters were conducted at once to her pri- 
vate apartments. 

One glance at the Duchess reassured them. Her 
face was radiant with joy ; she advanced to meet them 
as soon as the attendant page opened the door, and 
kissing each as they bent before her, " (Jood news, my 
daughters ; all praise to the Holy Virgin and the 
Saints I a glorious victory. What is the matter, Marie ?" 
said she, as the poor girl trembled so that she could 
scarcely stand. 

" My father, madam I" gasped Marie. 

'* Your father is safe, Marie," replied the Duchess, 
** and has borne a most noble part in this terrible fight ; 
he boarded the Turkish admiral's galley." 

" Thank God, thank God I" said Marie, falling on 
her knees I '' Safe I you say he is safe, and will return 1" 

" God grant he may speedily return," replied the 
Duchess, " and with added laurels on the aged brow 
that, from youth to age, has fought so nobly for Savoy. 
Sit down, Marie," and with the tenderest caresses fihe 
soothed the agitated girl. Beatrice's cheek, meanwhile, 
glowed with delight at the praise bestowed on her 
father. Suddenly the door opened, and a page entered, 
and bowed. 

" Ready ?" said the Duchess. 

" Yes, your grace," replied the page. 

" Come with me, my daughters ;" and they followed 
her from the apartment in which they were, into the 
bedroom of the Duchess, which opened into it, and 
thence to a small oratory within the bedroom, where 
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they had never before been admitted. The Duchess 
passed swiftly through the oratory, and entered a nar- 
row passage beyond, which ended in a flight of steps. 
These she descended, Beatrice and Marie closely fol- 
lowing her. A door at the foot of the stairs opened, 
and the Dnchess passed throagh it. As soon as the 
sisters had crossed the threshold, the door closed be* 
hind them. At first they conld see nothing. They 
had entered a lofty apartment, lighted with windows, 
whose deeply stained glass shrouded every object in 
obscurity till the eye became accustomed to the light. 
Mechanically they followed the Duchess, ^ho advanced 
rapidly to the upper end of the room^ where lights 
were burning, and sunk on her knees. They were in 
the chapel belonging to ihe palace. It was filled with 
the Duchess's suite, servants, and dependents. A 
priest, in magnificent robes^ was kneeling on the highest 
step in front of the high altar, with his back 'to the 
people ; and two attending priests were kneeling on 
the lower step behind him, with their faces also turned 
towards the altar. Six massive golden candlesticks, 
standing on the altar, lighted up an exquisite picture 
of the Virgin Mother, with her babe in her arms, 
which hpng just above them. In the centre of the 
altar stood a golden cross, with an image upon it, pain- 
fully exhibiting a figure in the agonies of death. Be- 
neath the crucifix stood a small image of the Yirgin, 
dressed in gorgeous apparel, and wearing a coronet of 
precious stones. 

The whole scene struck the sisters with astonishment. 
They clung to each other, and stood as if transfixed. 
f* Kneel, kneel," whispere4 4 Voic^ near them; and ii^ 
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the perfect qaiet of the chapel they knelt down with 
the rest. Presently a bell rang, the priest rose, and 
the service of th^mass commenced. ''Sister," whis- 
pered Marie, 'Hhis is a Romish Ghapel ; we have no 
business here." Retreat was impossible; the chapel 
was crowded with worshippers ; the organ was playing, 
which enabled the sisters to whisper nnheard. ** Sister, 
we will not kneel at the mass ; they will presently adore 
the Host," said Marie. 

" What can we do ?" whispered Beatrice. 

The Dnchess continued with her eyes fixed on a book, 
which her page had brought her, sometimes standing, 
and sometimes kneeling on a crimson-velvet-covered 
prie-dteu placed near the foot of the steps which led to 
the altar. Two rows of pillars supported the middle 
of the chapel roof, whose beautiful workmanship the 
sisters' minds were too much filled with anxiety to have 
leisure to admire. One of the pillars afforded to Marie's 
quick eye a hope of shelter ; and, gently making her 
way through the crowd, she drew Beatrice after her to 
the nearest of them, and getting behind it, stood there 
partly hidden. They had taken up their position only 
just in time ; the bell rang again, and the officiating 
priest, who was no other than the Cardinal Archbishop 
of Turin, raised his arms, holding something in his 
hand ; it was the wafer. The whole assembly bowed 
down in one moment as the bread was thus raised for 
their adoration ; all except Marie and Beatrice. Marie 
stood so as completely to conceal Beatrice from the 
yiew of the Cardinal. The eye of the Archbishop was 
caught by the dignified form and pale face of Marie, 
who, strong in her sense of right, disdained to abat 
1 ■ 
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an inch of her full height, while her woman's heart 
inwardly trembled with fear. 

The Archbishop visibly started, and as Marie's eye 
met his, a paleness overspread his face. ** He is filled 
with rage," thought poor Marie ; and she covered her 
face with her. hands, still keeping her erect postnre. 

The Archbishop recovered himself, and continaed 
the service. The multitude rose. No one but the 
Archbishop had noticed the sisters. He descended 
from the step, and walked with the remains of the holy 
wafer encased in a box of gold, down the centre aisle, 
followed by his attendant priests. The box was placed 
at another altar, at some distance from the high altar, 
and towards this box every worshipper devoutly bent 
as they entered or quitted the chapel. The Cardinal 
then mounted the richly wrought pulpit, which stood 
not far from the pillar which the sisters had chosen as 
their stronghold. The prte-dieux of the congregation 
were turned, and the congregation sat down with their 
faces turned towards the pulpit. Some kind hand 
pushed two chairs towards the sisters, who gladly sunk 
down amid the crowd, and listened to the short and 
pointed address in which the Archbishop commented 
on the glorious news which had just arrived. He ex- 
horted his hearers to show, by their conduct, the grati- 
tude which their lips professed, to the Giver of victory, 
for the wonderful success granted to the Christian 
arms. It was a sermon the sisters could listen to with 
profit. Marie met the eye of the Archbishop more 
than once fixed on her, but now she quailed not 
beneath his glance. Her heart was overflowing with 
gratitude to her heavenly Father, who had watched 
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over her beloved earthly guide, and protected him 
amid all the dangers of the bloody conflict. 

At the close of the sermon the Dachess rose, and 
seeking the sisters with her eye, motioned them to 
follow her. Taming to the box where the wafer was 
deposited, she made a deep obeisance, and passed oat 
of the chapel, followed closely by the sisters, who 
breathed more freely as they quitted the incense-laden 
air. 

With kind words the Dachess dismissed them, and 
they retired with scarcely a word, fearing to exposta- 
late.with her for having begailed them into a Romish 
place of worship. 

The events of the morning were speedily detailed to 
the Gonntess and her beloved companion ; bat a 
sadden illness had attacked the former, and Felicie's 
attention was entirely engrossed by her mistress, who, 
however, was not confined to her bed, and had re- 
qaested her young friends to come as usual to her 
apartment. They all rejoiced together at the good 
sews of the victory, and the sisters would gladly have 
sought their aged friend's opinion as to their conduct 
in the chapel, but Felicie's anxious face warned them 
that quiet was needful for the invalid ; and they shortly 
retired to their own rooms, to talk over with Marien 
the delightful prospect of their beloved father's speedy 
return to Turin. 
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CHAPTER X. 

In the coarse of the day on the morning of which 
the sisters had appeared in the chapel, the Cardinal 
begged an andience of the Dnchess, to oflfer hia con* 
gratnlafions on the victory of Lepanto. 

After some conversation on that sabject^ the Arch- 
bishop inqaired who the ladies were whom he had seen 
in the chapel that morning in her Grace's snite, as their 
conduct there had been most extraordinary. 

** Indeed f " said the Duchess ; " I was so occnpied 
that I did not observe them." 

** In the most marked manner they stood erect at the 
elevation of the Host," said the Cardinal. 

" Ha, indeed I The fact is, my Lord, these young 
ladies are unfortunately of the Reformed Faith," re- 
plied the Duchess with some hesitation of manner. 

"And yet attached to your Grace^s person?" inquired 
the Cardinal, lifting his brows with astonishment. 

** Not exactly, at present. They were left under my 
care while their brave father was commanding one of 
our galleys under Don John." 

** Not Count Julien's daughters?" said the Cardinal, 
hastily. 

" Yes, the same," replied the Duchess. ** Was your 
Eminence acquainted with the circumstance of their 
being left under my care ?" 

" No wonder the likeness startled me," muttered he. 
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** Marie's heretic children I" a^d he forgot to answer 
the Duchess's question. 

Alarmed at his manner, she remained silent, and 
then continued in a deprecatory tone, "Yon would not 
condemn me, father, for taking the charge of them ? 
Their mother died last year, and their father had no 
relation with whom to leave them while he fought our 
battles. He has been a brave soldier for Savoy." 

The Cardinal recovered himself, and in the blandest 
manner replied, *' Condemn your Highness I It is 
only a further proof of the goodness of heart which 
makes yon so deservedly beloved by your subjects. I 
simply felt surprised that so faithful a daughter of the 
Church should not insist on outward conlbrmity at least 
in her attendants. It was most unseemly to see those 
ladies standing when all around were kneeling. How 
came they there ?" 

** It was my fault, my Lord," eagerly replied the 
Duchess. ''They were with me rejoicing in their 
father's safety, and I thought it a good moment to 
introduce them to one of our solemn services, supposing 
they would, thus taken by surprise, follow the example 
of those around them, at least as to external posture *, 
their doing otherwise shows determined heresy." 

'' Ah, well, they are both young, and the younger 
one singularly beautiful I Your Grace must convert 
them to the faith," said the Cardinal, smiling. 

** Would I were able I" earnestly replied the Duchess ; 
** they have won my affection by their simple and truth- 
fnl characters, and by the love with which they regard 
each other, and the memory of their mother." 
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" They speak mach of their mother ?" inquired the 
Cardinal. 

** Thej^are apparently moulded by her opinions and 
commands." 

" Are they well read in the Bible ?" 

"Thoroughly so, Marie especially." 

" Are they vehement against the true Church ?" con- 
tinued the Cardinal. 

" Marie never expresses herself strongly against our 
Churcfh, but h^ a text of Scripture on her tongue in 
support of every opinion she advances," replied the 
Duchess, with some hesitation of manner. 

"The worst kind of heresy," said the Cardinal, 
shaking his head. " But the younger one is not so 
ready ?" 

"No, she leans on her sister's words; she only 
seems always anxious to express her abhorrence of 
persecution, deceit, or what she calls idolatry." 

"And you permit these topics to be discussed in 
your presence, and before your ladies in waiting and 
maids of honor ?" asked the Cardinal, in a stem tone. 

" I permit no private intercourse between any of my 
suite and these young ladies. Did I not check Beatrice, 
she would speak more vehemently than she now does. 
I thought it better to allow some freedom of speech, in 
order exactly to ascertain their opinions." 

" Right, right," replied the Cardinal ; " you have 
acted as usual, judiciously. Check them too sternly, 
and they would consider all Catholics narrow and 
bigoted ; refuse all discussion, and they would suppose 
it was because yon had nothing to say for your faith. 
But it is a course to be proceeded in with the utmost 
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cantion when jonr other ladies are present. Your 
Grace is too well skilled in coDtroyersy to be shaken hj 
the words of such children as these. But means mast 
be sought ; that yonng one is too fair to be a heretic." 

** With your Grace's assistance," said the Duchess, 
** I doubt not we should succeed with her." 

The Cardinal smiled grimly. '' I am not wont to be 
baffled. It is worth the trial. A soul saved" 

** Is priceless," iuterrupted the Duchess. 

** The Virgin and the holy saints aid us," said the 
Cardinal, crossing himself devoutly. 

"Us?" said the Duchess, joyfully. "Then will 
yonr Eminence really seek to win Beatrice to the true 
feith ?" 

The Cardinal bowed. 

" Assuredly," he replied, rising ; "but I must become 
acquainted with the sisters first, and judge by observa- 
tion the likeliest means to effect the desirable end." 

" Shall I send for them at once ?" said the Duchess. 

" Other affairs call me away from your Grace at the 
present moment," replied the Cardinal. " To-morrow, 
at this time, I shall have the honor of attending you 
again." 

Not aware of the formidable individual they were 
to encounter, Marie and Beatrice received with pleasure 
the Duchess's summons on the following day. They 
were engaged in conversation with her when the Car- 
dinal was announced. They immediately rose, and, 
courtesying profoundly, were retiring from the room, 
when the Duchess called them back. 

" You need not retire," said she. ** The Cardinal 
would speak with you." 
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Marie's face for n moment grew pale ; but she sent 
upwards a word of prayer for help. Those ejaculated 
prayers, what blessing and strength do they bring! 
By means of them the Unseen draws nearer and 
nearer, yea, close to ns. ** Underneath are the eyerlast- 
ing arms." 

Beatrice's face glowed. She feared not. It was 
rather a pleasure to her to measure her strength with 
such a combatant. 

** I have seen these ladies before," said the Cardinal. 
** One at least was standing near a pillar in the chapel 
yesterday morning ;" and he glanced at Marie, who was 
silent. 

'* I, too, was standing there, my Lord," said Beatrice, 
eagerly. " I was hidden only by my sister's superior 
height." 

Marie looked sadly at Beatrice. She had purposely 
stood so as to shield her from the view of the Cardi- 
nal. 

The Cardinal caught in a moment the thoughts of 
both. Marie's calm, thoughtfdl countenance instantly 
impressed him with a sense of a power within, which 
would render her invulnerable. Beatrice's eagerness to 
assert her share in the sin of the preceding day amused 
him. He determined at once on the line to take with 
them. 

He still preserved a cold and severe manner. 

** You would share a martyr's crown with your sis- 
ter, child ?" said he. 

** I would not that she alone should bear the blame 
of an action in which I had an equal share," replied 
Beatrice. 
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** And wherefore did yon stand when all aronnd were 
kneeling ?" asked the Cardinal. 

'' Because onr mother told us it was wrong to adore 
the Host," replied Beatrice, immediately. 

** Was that your reason ?" inquired the Cardinal, 
turning to Marie, who had not spoken. 

"Our mother instructed us in the Word of God," 
replied Marie, simply, " and educated us according to 
the tenets of the Reformed Church ; and as I belieye 
not as the Church of Kome believes concerning the 
sacrament of the Lord's Supper, I dared not conform 
outwardly in an action to which my heart responded 
not." 

" You loved your mother ?" inquired the Cardinal, 
bis stern voice changing to one of gentle inquiry. 

The tears which started into the eyes of both the 
sisters were a better response than words. 

'< Enough, enough, I understand," said the Cardinal, 
with increasing kindness. ''Ah, my children, you 
knew how to value the blessing of a good mother I" 
and his voice faltered. ** I, too, had a mother — ^the 
gentlest, the best, the most devotedly religious. She 
trained me to love my Church, but she taught me that 
to show love to man is the best proof we can give of love 
to God. Pardon this unwonted emotion," continued 
he, passing his hand across his eyes. '' These child- 
ren's words unman me. A mother I What a bless* 
ing I" 

The sisters were astonished. Beatrice could have 
flung her arms round his neck. 

"How I have wronged him I" she thought. ''I 
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thonght of him only as a hard and crnel Komanist ; 
but he loved his mother. He weeps for her." 

Marie was almost pot off her guard by his gentle- 
ness ; but she remembered the Yaudois. She saw in 
him the man who had urged on the Duke of Savoy to 
visit that unoffending people with fire and sword, and 
she trusted him not. 

** Come, my daughters, tell me more of your good 
mother," said the Cardinal, after a few moments' 
silence. ^* I think I have heard her praises from more 
than one source. Was she not the daughter of a pas- 
tor in the Bernese Alps, who was so cruelly murdered 
by some misguided Catholics, while doing only what 
he thought his duty ? Sad cruelties were committed by 
both parties in those days. Men's passions are calmer 
now. It is a difficult lesson for impetuous men to 
learn, but I believe," continued he, turning to the 
Duchess, '' that both the Catholics and the Reformed 
are beginning to see that there is a better weapon than 
torture and the stake. But, my children," said he, 
courteously, " you will agree with me, that unless we 
can conform to Catholic customs, it is better not to 
attend Catholic services. It is unseemly to disturb 
others' devotions by what appears to them to savor of 
irreverence." * 

"My Lord," interrupted the Duchess, "I plead 
guilty to having taken these children into the chapel with 
me without informing them previously where they were 
going. My heart was full of gratitude for the victory 
their noble father has helped to gain, and it escaped 
my mind, in the joy and excitement of the moment, 
that their father's daughters might scruple to unite with 
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ns in a tbanksgiying service for God's mercies to oar 
fleet." 

' ' Then they are fnllj exonerated, " replied he, smiling ; 
** and now, farewell— rwe shall meet again." 

" Yonr blessing, my Lord," said the Duchess, kneel- 
ing. The sisters hesitated not to kneel with her, and 
the blessing he pronounced on all had something pa- 
ternal in it. 

Beatrice conld talk of nothing but the Cardinal. 
** How we have wronged him, Marie I How kind and 
gentle he is I" 

His face, his voice, his eye, his hand — all supplied 
her with topics of admiration. 

The poison had begun to work. 

Beatrice possessed not the antidote with which Marie 
was furnished. 

Marie watched again that night after Beatrice slept. 
Her heart was sad. Her sister seemed already fasci- 
nated by one whom she instinctively felt was not a 
true man. A Vaudois valley rose before her. The 
calm moon shone upon a peaceful scene. The mother 
had hushed her little ones to rest ; the elder children 
knelt at her side, while the father confessed the sins of 
the day, and implored God's blessing on them for the 
night. The aged grandmother's sightless eyes were 
upturned, and she looked as one who calmly waited a 
summons to her rest above. A few verses out of the 
Word of God were read, and the whole family laid 
down to rest. For a short time all was still in the 
valley. Suddenly the watch-dog awoke ; a growl was 
heard, followed by repeated and furious barking. Then 
a howl, as of pain, and all was still. The father, aroused 
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by the soand, looked from the casement, and percetred 
a band of men noiselessly approaching his dwelling. 
They were armed. He divined at once their errand — 
persecution was no strange thing to the poor Yaudois, 
One harried look of agony at his wife and sleeping 
children. 

A voice from the adjoining room**^'' My son, my son I 
our hour has come I" 

The quick ear of the grandmother had beard the 
sounds. There was no escape. The house was sur- 
rounded. One savage yell arose. It echoed among 
the rocks. Was it not the voice of demons from the 
bottomless pit ? 

The door was forced. The husband dragged forth 
with mockery and blows, and flung, bleeding with 
many death-wounds, upon the earth. One blow dis- 
missed the aged grandmother to her longed-for home. 
The mother and the children — ah I Herod's soldiers 
were less cruel I They slaughtered but one in each 
family I In vain the mother presses the infant in her 
arms ; in vain the awakened little ones cling in terror 
to each other ! The sword descends upon each, and 
returns stained with the life-blood of these innocents I 
The shouts and cries of the murdered and murderers 
awake the surrounding cottagers. Some rush, half- 
naked, from their houses only to fall upon the swords 
of their dastardly assailants. Some are tortured — ^for 
worse than death are others reserved. One house is 
hurriedly barricaded. Fire is instantly applied, and 
the cruel soldiers mock the despairing agonies of the 
suflferers, who perish in the flames. 

The cold moon looks calmly on, and ere she fades 
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in the light of the rising morning, scarcely a dozen 
remain alive of the peaceful cottagers who went to rest, 
rejoicing in the prospect of another happy day. A 
few escape to bear the dismal tidings to the inhabitants 
of the higher valleys. Nothing remains in the lately 
smiling village of St Jean but blackened rains and 
mutilated corpses. Did no Eye watch over the valley 
that night ? Were the evening prayers in those dwell- 
ings ottered in vain ? Ah I no. Many harps were in 
that honr tuned in the opening light of endless day, to 
sing for the first time the " new song." They mourned 
not their sndden entrance into bliss I But the guilty 
mnrderersi No hills can hide, no rocks can cover 
them, from the wrath of the Lamb 1 

Marie knelt that night in earnest prayer for herself, 
for her sister, and for those misguided men who esteemed 
it a meritorious act to spoil, to bum, and to massacre 
their brothers of the same blood, for reading the Word 
of God, and obeying its blessed precepts. 

She prayed, too, for the Cardinal } but the wings of 
her prayer seemed to droop, as if they refused to bear 
np his name before the throne of the God of Truth and 
of Love. 



CHAPTER XI. 

Some time elapsed before the sisters again saw the 
Cardinal. Marie began to hope that her fears were 
unfounded, and that she and her sister were in too 
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humble a position to occupy more than a passing 
thought in his mind. 

The next time thejmet him was in the corridor lead- 
ing to the Duchess's rooms, as they were leaving her 
apartments. He passed them with a bow and a smile 
of recognition. 

Meanwhile the illness of the Countess increased 
daily ; and Felicie's face grew sadder and paler as each 
day she admitted the anxious sisters, for a few moments, 
to hear her report of the invalid. 

But the expected return of their father principally 
occupied their thoughts. He had sent them several 
messages, telling of wounds and sufferings, and they 
were prepared to see him altered and broken in health ; 
but when he actually arrived, as he did, unexpectedly, 
about three weeks after their interview with the Car- 
dinal, their delight at seeing him was greatly lessened 
by the state of weakness to which he was reduced. 

He pressed his daughters to his heart with grateful 
feelings. He was wearied of bloodshed and fighting. 
He was scarcely sixteen when first he buckled on his 
sword, and he had now numbered nearly three score 
years and ten. He longed to retire from active service, 
and to spend his few remaining years in peace with his 
children. 

The Duke of Savoy had joined hi^ Duchess at Turin, 
in order to give a grand reception to the soldiers and 
sailors who had shared the glory of Lepanto. 

The Count's private reception was most gratifying 
to his feelings. 

On requesting his dismissal from active service, great 
regret was expressed by the Duke at the idea of losing 



THE SISTERS 01* SOLEUBE. Ill 

him ; bat when he pleaded his years and increasing 
infirmities, the plea was instantly acknowledged, and 
the desired permission conceded. A situation near the 
person of the Duke was offered to him, but, with the 
deepest sense of the honor done him, the aged soldier 
expressed his unshaken determination to retire from 
the world, and to spend the few years which his shat- 
tered health allowed him to reckon on at his own estate 
in Switzerland. 

He required perfect rest, he said, after the life he 
had led. 

"But, my lord," said the Duchess, with great ear- 
nestness, "you will leave me one of your daughters? 
I had hoped, on your return, to attach them both to 
my person ; but your reasons for retirement are un- 
answerable, and I cannot feel a desire to rob you of 
both your children ; but spare me one, for a time at 
least." 

" Your Grace does them much honor," said the 
Count. 

" Not At all, my friend. It is a request founded on 
esteem and affection. I love your children, and can- 
not bear to part with them." 

" Your Grace will excuse a decisive reply to your 
flattering proposal. I must consult my children. My 
own wishes I will relinquish at your Grace's bidding. 
I had looked forward to spending my latter years with 
both my daughters. The children have never been 
parted, and I cannot separate them contrary to their 
own will." 

" Certainly not. I would by no means have an un- 
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willing attendant," said the Dachess, with a tinge of 
hauteur in her manner. 

" Your Grace is aware how profoundly I feel the 
honor joa offer me," replied the old man. '^ I can 
never adequately express my deep feelings of gratitude 
to your Grace for your kindness to my children since I 
parted with them. They are fully aware of the honor 
and happiness of serving such a mistress ; but I require 
time for deliberation with them." 

" Assuredly, my lord, assuredly," replied the Duch- 
ess, with renewed kindness; and the brave soldier 
retired. 

Beatrice's eyes sparkled when first told of the 
Duchess's proposal ; but the next minute she turned 
to her sister, threw her arms around her neck, and wept 
passionately on her bosom. 

Their father embraced them both. " My daughters, 
you shall not be parted contrary to your own inclina- 
tions;" and he repeated the gracious words of the 
Duchess. 

"What are your wishes, father ?" inquired Marie. 

"My longing desire, originally, was to have you 
both with me in Soleure, but I feel unwilling to appear 
to slight the Duchess's kindness," replied their father. 

"Then you would prefer that one of us should remain 
here ?" said Marie, calmly. 

" For a time. I feel it scarcely possible it should 
be otherwise." 

" And which would you wish to leave ?" said Marie, 
with a pale face and tearful eye. 

" I shall need you, Marie, at home. I look to you 
for the aid which your mother used to afford me. If 
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either remain, it mast be Beatrice," replied he, placing 
his hand affectionately on her head, as she still clnng 
weeping to Marie. 

"But, Beatrice, my child," added he, tenderly, "I 
would not have you unhappy. Should you be wretched 
to remain ?" 

*' Not wretched to remain with the Duchess," re- 
plied Beatrice, smiling amidst her tears ; " but wretched 
to lose my Marie." 

" It will be only for a time, my child. I shall stipu- 
late for your return home in two years," said the Count. 

And so it was arranged. 

One thing both the girls joined in earnestly request- 
ing — -namely, that they might publicly join the Re- 
formed Church before they were parted. 

For this purpose an instant journey was proposed to 
Geneva, whence they would return in time for the pub- 
lic reception of the victorious troops. As soon as the 
festivities attendant on their return were concluded, 
Marie would accompany her father to Soleure, and 
Beatrice would remain in Turin as one of the Duchess's 
maids of honor. 

Had it not been for the love she bore her sister, 
Beatrice would have seen everything delightful in this 
arrangement. She loved the Duchess. She was pre- 
pared almost to love the Cardinal. She felt strong in 
her own principles, and feared none of the influences 
by which she would be surrounded. Indeed, her own 
private conviction was^ that she should be instrumental 
in the conversion of some members of the court. 
" Even the Duchess, why should not she be converted ?" 
thought Beatrice. '' Humble instruments are sometimes 
8 
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nsed to effect great things. A little maid gave good 
advice to Naaman's wife, and was listened to ; might 
not my words be as useful 7" Beatrice had heard, 
with deep interest, the account which the Countess and 
Felicie had given of the Queen of Navarre, the Duch- 
ess's aunt. Her love for the Word of God — ^the pro- 
tection she had afforded to persecuted members of the 
Kefornied Church — ^the satires she had written on the 
lives of the Romish clergy — her letters to Briconnet, 
Bishop of Meaux, which breathed such a truly Chris- 
tian spirit — every detail of her life or sayings, Beatrice 
had treasured up. She forgot how Marguerite bad 
temporized — ^how she had continued outwardly a mem- 
ber of a Church she despised, in order not to offend 
her idolized brother. The Duchess was thoroughly 
French at heart, and the opinions of the court of France 
had great weight with her. She loved the memory of 
her aunt ; but hers had been the only Protestant in- 
fluence potent at the French court. Francis had been 
a persecutor. Catherine of Medici, who at one time 
had constantly sung hymns and psalms, and even car- 
ried a Bible in her girdle to please the Queen of Na- 
varre, this same Catherine had shown herself a bitter 
persecutor, in spite of the earnest remonstrances of the 
heroic Jeanne d'Albret, daughter of Marguerite, and 
at present Queen of Navarre. Still she now appeared 
to be courting the Protestant party, and was about to 
marry her daughter to the Protestant prince of Na- 
varre ; and believing as she wished to believe, Beatrice 
hoped that the current of popular opinion in France 
was now setting towards the Reformed Faith. If 
France became Protestant, the Duchess would certainly 
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incline to the true faith, and might not Beatrice help 
on the good work ? Might not the word of truth, con- 
stantly repeated, gain entrance into the Duchess's 
heart, prepared, as it was, to look favorably on Pro- 
testantism by the love with which she regarded the 
memory of her aunt ? And the Cardinal, too. He had 
a kind heart ; might not even he be reached ? 

The Bishop of Meaux had embraced the truth of 
the Gospel ; though the Bishop of Meaux had not, 
alas I had faith to stand to his principles in the hour of 
danger. 

" If the Cardinal should ever be convinced that the 
Reformed Faith is the true one, he will fearlessly con- 
fess it," said Beatrice, one day to Marie, when her mind 
had been dwelling on these bright visions. 

" If — replied Marie. 

" Hope the best, dear Marie ; why should not the 
Cardinal be converted f" 

" Dearest Beatrice," said Marie, with an intuitive 
glance into her sister's mind, " the Cardinal is not one 
who would listen to anything which you could urge." 

" You remember the fable of the lion and the mouse, 
Marie ?" 

" Our good God keep you from the lion, if by the 
lion you mean the Cardinal, dear Beatrice. Ah, dear 
Beatrice I it will be as much as you can do to keep 
yourself in the faith. Read the Bible, and try to in- 
duce others to read it ; pray for them and for yourself. 
God can do great things ; conversion is His work, 
though he does sometimes let us help in it." 

"I long to help in it," said Beatrice, earnestly. 
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''Surely some about the court would listen to the 
truth." 

" If those whom we hare seen here seemed really to 
care about their own religion, I should hope every- 
thing," replied Marie, sadly ; '*bnt everybody here 
seems immersed in politics, in business, or in pleasure. 
The Duke is always busy with his fortifications. The 
Duchess, fend and gentle as she is, has much to harass 
her. She is greatly occupied with her child ; she de- 
pends on the Cardinal's advice for everything, and the 
Cardinal seems busy about everybody else's business 
as well as his own." 

"If they would only read the Bible," said Beatrice. 

'' Ah, Beatrice I you know the Cardinal would not 
allow the Duchess to possess a Bible." 

" Oh, Marie, if you were the one to stay, you wonld 
speak so much better than I can." 

" Do not try to speak, dear child. Whenever I am 
asked a question on religious matters, I try to answer 
with a text of Scripture, I am so afraid of my own 
words. These clever people would get round us so 
easily if we tried to argue. Let your actions speak, 
dear Beatrice. I do tremble when you inveigh so 
bitterly against the worship of the Virgin and the 
saints." 

" I hate such folly," said Beatrice. 

** 1 hate idolatry as much as you can do, dear Bea- 
trice," replied Marie; "but the Bible never speaks 
bitterly or harshly." 

"Why, Marie, our Lord himself called the Pharisees 
hypocrites. He spoke sharply enough to them." 

"He saw their hearts, dear sister; he knew who 
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were bypocritea. la does not become ns to call each 
other SDch hard names. These Romish worshippers 
may be in earnest in their worship, and believe they 
are right, as firmly as we belicTe they are wrong." . 

" So mach the worse for them," replied Beatrice. 

" Not the worse for them to be in earnest. Sad that 
they have no better teachers than priests who refnse 
them the Word of Qod. Their ignorance shonld mahe 
US pity, not abnse them." 

" Bat how can they be so silly V said Beatrice, im- 
patiently. " It is BO absurd to go to the servant when 
yon conld go at once to the master." 

"Well, Beatrice, their mothers tangbt them these 
errors jnst as earnestly as oar dear mother taught ng 
troth." 

The conversation was here intennpted by a mes- 
sage from Felicie. The Conntess's Itoure were nnm- 
bered. She wished to see her young friends once 
more. 

With solemn feelings and tearfnl eyes the sisters 
harried into the room. The aged lady was sitting np 
in bed, supported by pillows. She could not lie down 
from dread of snfFocation. Felicie sat by her side, 
overwhelmed with grief. The Conntess was perfectly 
calm. She looked at the girls as they entered with an 
expression of affection. They stood by her bed. 

Bespiration was difBcnlt; she could scared, "" 

"Peace," she whispered, "1 can die in peai 
hope fails not .... sare and steadfast . . . . w: 
veil." 

They knelt by her side. With an effort shi 
her hand Grst on the head of one, then of tt 
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and pronounced a few words of blessing. A solenm 
silence ensued, broken only by the sobs of the two 
girls. 

A priest, whom they had not before obseryed, ap- 
proached the bed, and knelt in prayer. 

It was a prayer in which all could join. 

He spoke of the only hope of sinners, not of the 
cross which he held in his hand, but of the sacrifice 
which was offered on the cross for -the sins of the 
world. 

Eelicie recovered herself during the prayer, and when 
it was ended, spoke a few words to the Countess, who 
opened her eyes, and fized them on her with a look of 
intense love. 

" My best friend," she whispered, " God is your 
Father." 

She then looked at the priest, and made a sign 
towards Felicie. He understood her meaning. ' 

'' Your wishes shall be attended to ; I will care for 
your friend." 

'* You promise ?" said the Countess, faintly. 

" I promise," replied he, solemnly. 

The girls were now removed. They imprinted a 
kiss on the already cold hand which was feebly stretched 
towards them, and passed weeping from the room. 
They never saw the Countess alive again. They gazed 
once more at her calm beautiful face, when all was over 
of earthly joy or grief. 

Scarcely had the breath left the body, when the 
Count de la Trinity arrived. His wife, the Countess's 
daughter, had been many years in her grave. He 
seized at once all the valuables of the deceased, and 
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behaved in the most heartless manner to Felicie. He 
all bat turned her oat of doors. ** There has been 
heresy here long enough," said he ; ''Tarin is no place 
for heretics. Madame Amand has been supported 
long enough by our family. She may go back to her 
own people ;" — ^the people this crael man had done his 
Hest to extirpate I 

• Houseless, penniless woald Felicie have been, but 
for the loving forethought of her departed mistress. 
Perfectly aware of her son-in-law's character, she had 
entmsted the priest with money and jewels to a con- 
siderable amount, in order that her aged friend might 
be provided for. 

The priest was one who had received the teaching 
of Scripture, though he still continued outwardly a 
Romanist. He took Felicie for a few weeks into his 
own house. There he watched over her aa if she had 
been his mother ; and she required many weeks of tender 
care, as her long attendance on her mistress, and intense 
grief at her loss, brought on an illness which confined 
her for some days to her bed, and left her as weak as a 
child. 

She was still in the priest's house when Marie and 
Beatrice returned from Oeneva, after their first com- 
munion in the Reformed Church. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

The f§te day, so long eagerly anticipated by all 
Turin, arrived. The Duke and Dachess headed a 
procession which went forth to meet the soldiers and 
iiailors who had been engaged in the battle of Lepanto. 

The streets were hnng with garlands of flowers ; flags 
and tapestry waved from every balcony and window. 
Guns were firing from an early hoar in the morning, 
and a large body of infantry and cavalry formed in the 
large square in which the ducal palace stands. 

Precisely at ten o'clock, the palace gates flew open, 
and the Duke and Duchess appeared, motinted on 
horseback, attended by the whole court. Twelve 
young ladies, of whom Beatrice was one, in crimson 
velvet robes, and white satin hats, ornamented with 
ostrich feathers, rode immediately after the Duchess on 
white palfreys. Twelve equerries, in violet colored 
doublets and black velvet hats, followed the ladies, on 
black horses ; then came a royal carriage, in which was 
seated the young Prince of Savoy, with his governess 
and two attendants. A train of noble ladies and gen- 
tlemen, riding side by side, succeeded the carriage, 
followed by four hundred picked men belonging to the 
regiments which had served in the Spanish wars. 

Then, conspicuous by his lofty carriage and haughtily 
condescending manner, rode the Cardinal, in his rich 
robes of state, on a beautiful mule, whose housings, 
decorated with precious stones, swept the ground. A 
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large nnmber of ecclesiastics accompanied him, and a 
fine body of cayalry closed the procession. 

The Dake and Dnchess, preceded at some little dis- 
tance by another body of soldiers, advanced to the gate 
of the city, which was open. Above, it was beautifully 
adorned with flags and garlands, giving it the appear- 
ance of a triumphal arch. Two bands, stationed on 
either side of the gate, struck up a strain of martial 
music. As the Duke and Duchess reached the gate, a 
procession was seen advancing from the country ; the 
gray-headed Count Julien rode at the head of a few 
warriors, but many of the brave fellows whom their 
sovereigns had advanced thus far to meet were unable 
either to ride or walk, and three large, heavy, open 
carriages, drawn by six horses each, bore the majority 
of the survivors of this glorious, yet terrible victory. 
Following these, came a band of men on whom all 
gazed with the deepest emotion ; they were Christian 
slaves, to whom the victory of Lepanto had given free- 
dom. All the recovered captives who had been found 
to belong to the Duke of Savoy's territories had been 
brought home in his galleys, and eager eyes were 
searching the ranks of the wretched-looking captives, 
in the hope of finding some relation long lost, and con- 
sidered as hopelessly dead to his friends and country. 

Few could recognize, in the wrecks of manhood 
which that crowd presented, any face once dear and 
well known. 

When the bands ceased to play, the Duke dismounted 
from his horse, and advanced towards Count Julien, 
who had uncovered his gray locks as his master ap- 
proached, and also dismounted from his charger. He 
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knelt before his soYereigD, but the Duke raised him 
from bis knee, and pressed him in his arms, amid the 
wildly enthusiastic cheering of all around. No words 
were heard ; it was a prolonged and continaed shout 
of delight while the Duke passed from one to another 
of his brave soldiers and sailors, and shook hands with 
each individually. He then presented Count Julien to 
the Duchess, who gave him her hand to kiss, and 
desired him to ride at her right hand. It had been 
intended that she should remain within the gate, but 
when she saw the wagons bearing the wounded sol- 
diers, she forgot all etiquette, and riding np to the side 
of the carriages, joined her husband in his inquiries 
and congratulations. 

The poor fellows looked as if they could have wor- 
shipped her, so deeply does feminine sympathy Itffect 
the hearts of the brave. Her hands were seized, and 
covered with tears and kisses. This welcome con- 
cluded, the Duke and Duchess simultaneously turned 
to the liberated slaves. The Duchess burst into tears, 
so powerfully did the sight of these miserable objects, 
and the remembrance of their sufferings, affect her. 
They crowded around her, and kissed the hem of her 
garments. 

It was some minutes before she could say one kind 
or cheering word. The infection of her sympathy 
spread around, till the whole multitude of gazers, who 
thronged every house, and clung to every wall, roof, 
or window, which afforded a glimpse of the scene, were . 
dissolved in tears. 

Recovering herself with some difficulty, she joined 
the Duke in promising every possible assistance to the 
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miserable captives in recoveriDg their friends and pro- 
perty. She then returned with the Duke to the position 
they had previously occapied within the gate. The 
trnmpets again sounded, and the shouts of the people 
redoubled. The carriages bearing the returned soldiers 
now took their place in the procession, immediately 
behind the Duke and Duchess, whose own attendants 
consequently fell back. 

It was at this moment, when a slight confusion had 
resulted from falling back in a narrow space, that 
Beatrice's horse became restive. She had not been ac- 
customed to horse exercise in her native mountains, and 
drawing her rein too tightly, the animal she rode was 
almost pulled back on his haunches. She nearly slip- 
ped from her saddle, and had she fallen among the 
closely-wedged crowd which surroi^pded her, fatal con- 
sequences must have ensued. But a young man rushed 
from among ^he spectators, and seizing her horse's 
bridle with one hand, with the other he supported her 
slight and trembling frame in the saddle. It was all 
the work of a few moments ; her danger^-her rescue. 
The shrill shriek of the young lady by whose side she 
was riding, changed into delighted ecstasy as she found 
Beatrice resuming her position in the cavalcade, with 
flushed cheek and added beauty. 

The stranger walked for a few moments by her side 
to encourage the frightened horse, as well as the timid 
rider. 

" Hold your reins loosely," he whispered. " Your 
horse knows its work, and will bear you safely on. 
Are you frightened now?" added he, looking encourag- 
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ingly at the face which beamed on him like a beautifal 
vision. 

"No, no," she said, "not frightened now. My 
father will thank you." 

He required no thanks beyond the glance of grati- 
tude from those lovely eyes. He smiled, bowed, and 
retired amidst the throng, still following Beatrice with 
his eyes. 

She turned not her h^ad to look at him again. 

The bands played, the people shouted, the pageant 
proceeded, of which Beatrice formed a part, and, till 
that moment, an animated and delighted part ; but she 
had felt those dark soft eyes look into her own. She 
had seen the look of interest her danger called forth. 
His voice had sounded in her ears as no voice had ever 
sounded before. The whole had passed like a dream, 
but all around her was changed. She heard nothing, 
saw nothing, felt nothing, but ihe beaming glance of 
those eyes. Happy it was for her that her well-trained 
horse did know its duties, and carried her in safety 
round the ramparts, and down again into the city, and 
finally back to the palace, where a grand feast was pre- 
pared for the soldiers and sailors. The Duke and 
Duchess dined at a table, at the upper end of the ban- 
queting-hall, with their court standing around them ; 
the Cardinal alone sitting at table with them. 

While the banquet proceeded, Beatrice was at her 
place, and many an eye admiringly regarded her beauty ; 
but she saw not their glances, and heard nothing of 
their remarks. Nor did she feel the fatigue which the 
other ladies experienced at the tedious length of the 
repast. Most truly, however, was she glad to be re- 
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leased from attendance, which ceased the moment the 
Duchess left the banqueting-hall, that she might go to 
her own room to enjoy the luxury of thinking over the 
events of the day alone. 

There was joy and thankfulness, deep and heartfelt, 
in not a few houses in Turin that night. Many an 
absent one had returned to gladden the heart of parent, 
wife, sister, or child, who received them as if rising 
from the grave. Many hearts there were also which 
were aching, with a sense of bitter desolation, for the 
husband, the brother, or the son, who had gone forth 
with the troops in full health and vigor but a few months 
previously, and who had found a grave in the deep 
waters of Lepanto's Gulf — ^desolation the deeper felt 
amid the gayety and rejoicing which reigned around. 

The good Priest, Felicie's friend, had gone forth 
that morning with the procession, and when the sol- 
diers and sailors had entered the palace, he had joined 
with the crowd in offers of service to the Christian 
slaves, who were seeking to gain tidings of relatives or 
friends. He approached an aged man, of remarkably 
mild countenance, who stood alone, and appeared 
making no inquiry. 

" Can I help you, my friend ?'' said he kindly. 
** Have you no relation in this city ?" 

" I believe I h^ve no relation in the world ?'' he re- 
plied sadly. 

** Have you been long a prisoner among the Turks f " 
inquired the Priest, still more kindly. 

** More than thirty years," replied the man. 

** And whence were you taken?'' 
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The man looked sadly at him, and his eyes filled 
with tears. 

"I look back from childhood," said he, "on scenes 
of bloodshed and cruelty. I can have no rest in this 
world. I have longed for death while with the Turks. 
I long for it now I am with the Christians, and it 
comes not. His will be done," added he, looking up- 
wards, with a sigh. 

" There remaineth a rest," said the Priest, quietly. 

" Ah 1" said the poor wanderer, looking earnestly 
on him, ** say that Scripture word again. How long 
since I heard a text of Scripture I" 

''There remaineth, therefore, a rest to the people of 
Godj'^'* repeated the Priest. 

" No home here," murmured the poor man ; " rest 
above." 

" Come with me, my friend ; I have a shelter at least 
to oflFer. Come with me to day ; you need refreshment 
and rest." 

With a weak and timid step, the poor man followed 
the benevolent Priest. When he had entered his 
house, the Priest seated his guest in a cool room over- 
looking a small garden, and placed some food before 
him. While he ate (giving thanks before he touched 
his food), his kind host went up the stairs, and knocked 
at the door of a neat upper room. ** Come in," from 
a gentle voice, invited him to enter ; and closing the 
door behind him, he took the chair which Felicie 
offered. 

"I want your help, my friend," said he to the gentle 
Vaudois, who was slowly rallying from the first effects 
of her loss ; and he recounted the scene he had wit- 
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nessed in tbe square, and told of the broken and 
miserable aspect of his poor visitor. " Now," he said, 
smiling, " you women are mnch better at comforting 
than we men are. Will you oblige me by coming 
down stairs to this poor fellow, and seeing what you 
can 'jiake of him f " 

Felicie instantly assented, and accompanied the 
Priest into the lower room. 

The simple meal was dispatched, and he was sitting, 
with his head resting on his hand, in melancholy 
musing, but he looked up with an expression of thank- 
fulness when the Priest entered. At the sight of a 
woman, he rose, bowed, and a slight color tinged his 
pale cheek. He seemed advanced in years, and yet 
he might have looked older than he really was. 

" Sit down, my friend," said the Priest. " I have 
brought you a companion — one who has known sorrow 
herself. I must go out to my duties, and shall leave 
Madame Arnaud with you." 

'' ArnaudI" said the man, gazing eagerly at her. 

" Yes — Madame Arnaud ; knew you any of that 
name ?" 

** Long, long ago," said the man sighing. 

" Well, well ; talk with her, and I will come again 
presently," and he left the room. 

The almost withered heart of the poor wanderer 
revived under the sweet words which Felicie uttered, 
and his tale was soon told. Not to interrupt our own 
tale too much, I must shorlibn his. It was one of 
those romantic incidents with which real life abounds, 
but which seem forged in the pages of romance. The 
poor wanderer's earliest recollections were amongst the 
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Yaudois valleys. He remembered a mother, a father, 
a sister, and a happy home. The spoiler came, and in 
one night all he loved were numbered with the dead, 
and himself carried away a prisoner. A few years of 
captivity amongst' his conquerors passed heavily on, 
and then they had actually sold him to the Turks. oHis 
life had been one of unmingled trial and desolation as 
to outward circumstances, yet the words of truth im- 
planted by his parents had never been forgotten. He 
continued a Christian among the unbelievers, and to 
many of the slaves among whom his lot had been cast 
he had proved a help and teacher. He had had his 
moments of happiness in the midst of his trials, and he 
had ever been sustained by the bright hope of meeting 
his beloved relations in another world. 

Felicie's tears had flowed often during the recital. 
At length she said — 

'* Did all your family perish ?" 

" All, I believe. I saw them lie weltering in their 
blood : father — ^mother, with the baby at her breast — 
sisters and brothers I Oh 1 the sight has haunted me 
ever since. I never see the full moon shining at night 
that I am not reminded of the awful scene I" 

"I, too, am a Yaudois 1" said Felicie. 

"You I madam." 

" Yes ; I, too, lived in the vOlage of Praviglielmo 
before that dreadful night. That night saw me an 
orphan, and the only one left of a happy family ; but a 
soldier rescued me from among the dying and the dead, 
and I was brought to the castle of a noble lady, whose 
daugliter treated me as her own sister. With the 
daughter pf that house I have lived till within the last 



THB SISTERS OF SOLEUBX. 129 

few weeks, when her death left me homeless. This 
kind Priest received me into his house. I am an Arnand 
from the village of Praviglielmo I" 

The old man gazed at her with a bewildered air; 
bat when the real meaning of her words flashed upon 
h^s mind, he looked upwards with an expression of 
heartfelt gratitude, and then, tottering across the room, 
clasped the outstretched hands of Felicie within his 
own, exclaiming. In a voice almost inaudible from emo- 
tion — 

" My sister ! — my sister !'* 

I will here close the history of these Yaudois. The 
good Priest heartily rejoiced in the union of which his 
kindness had been the means. The funds left in his 
charge for Felicie's comfort were fully sufficient, under 
his good management, for the support of both brother 
and sister. The respite afforded to the Yaudois, by 
the intercession of the Duchess, had made their native 
valleys once more a place of safety ; and in the home 
of their birth the brother and sister, so wonderfully 
restored to each other, lived the few remaining years of 
their lives, and there both closed their eyes in peace. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

* 
"* What do you think of our capital, my son f " In- 
quired the' Cardinal of a young man who was busily 
occupied in reading in the library of tl^e archiepiscopal 
9 



130 THE 8I8TSB8 OF 80LEUBB. 

palace, on the day succeeding the banquet giren to the 
retarned heroes of Lepanto. ^ 

The yoang man rose respectfully as soon as he be- 
eame aware of the Cardinal's presence^ and replied to 
the question with a smile. 

'* At least, you thought the procession a grand one 
yesterday I" continued the Cardinal. 

** I saw a large concourse of human beings," replied 
the young man ; " some of them gayly dressed, many 
looking happy and interested ; but I reflected only with 
sadness, that doubtless each carried some secret sorrow 
— ^that each wanted, or would want, a comforter ; and 
perhaps scarcely two in all the crowd knew where to 
find one." 

" Philosopher always ; do you never relax or eiyoy ?" 

" I cannot," replied the young man. "I feel that 
life is such an earnest thing, and that death is so 
surely drawing nearer every hour, that I cannot forget 
it." 

''Bight, right," rejoined the Cardinal. "It is you 
men who are thoroughly in earnest who do great things 
for the Church." 

"Will your Eminence give me work to.do?"said 
the young man. 

" Already ? Why, you have only just arrived from 
work." 

"My flock in the mountains were my pleasure as 
much as my work," replied the Priest. 

" You have had great success in your work ?" said the 
Cardinal inquiringly, and sitting down near the young 
man with a confidential air. 
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" I fear to speak of my poor services to the Church, 
My Lord," said the young man, modestly. 

''Kot at all, not at all ; I know your success has been 
of no common kind. Do yon suppose," continued he, 
smiling, " I should have received you here if I had not 
known the kind of man you were 1 You are lent to 
me, you know, for a time." 

The young man bowed. 

"Obedience, obedience, obedience," said the Car- 
dinal, emphatically ; " the first, secipnd, and third rule 
for a monk, especially a^ Jesuit." 

" I am aware &f it, my Lord," replied the young 
Jesuit. '^ My superior would not tell you I had failed 
in this first duty." 

" Then I must now command you to reply unre- 
servedly to any questions I may ask." 

The Jesuit bowed. 

** Are you not a Swiss by birth ?" 

" I believe so," replied the young man ; " but I 
know n^ot who my parents were. When still an infant, 
I was committed to the care of a lady, who lived not 
far from Interlachen. She treated me with kindness 
and affection, but mingled it with so much sternness 
and reserve, that I feared as much as loved her." 

" What were her chief lessons ?" 

" Hatred of lying, and obedience to the Church. 
She trained me to think nothing but the service of the 
Church worth living for. I once ventured to ask her 
my parentage and early history, but met with so stern 
a refusal that I dared -not repeat the inquiry." 

** She made you obey her, then ?" 

" I never dreamed of resisting her will. She placed 
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me under the training of some priests of the new order 
of Jesus, and wished me, when old enough, to join 
that order." 

" How came you to save Strasburg Cathedral ?" 
" I was engaged as a preacher there. The city had 
been stirred up by heretical preaching, and a disorderly 
mob had entered that beautiful building, and were be- 
ginning to break its sacred images and to despoil its 
treasures." 

" And you tumeS them from their purpose ?" 
''Yes," said the young man. ''I believe I acted 
under a Divine impulse in getting into the pulpit, and 
addressing the people with all the energy the emer- 
gency called forth. They listened — were calmed — 
and the cathedral was saved." 

"Nobly done," said the Cardinal. "The world 
rang with it." 

** My superior," contipued the young man, " kindly 
distinguished me after this fortunate moment. Find- 
ing I earnestly wished to traverse my native country 
in order to seek to stem the heretical torrent, which 
had well nigh overwhelmed it, he sent me forth with 
the cross in my hand and the love of the blessed 
Virgin in my heart." 

" What state did you find the country in ?" 
" The valleys were too deeply tainted for much to be 
done there, but in the mountains I found many true 
hearts, who continued strongly attached to Rome, 
though they had given way at the first preaching of 
the heretical teachers. But the state of the country 
about V was grievous. Chapels with bare walls 
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r 
— ^images broken — altars thrown down — no mass cele- 
brated — religion, in fact, destroyed." 

" Sad state, indeed. Did no hereticar preacher re- 
main amongst them ?" 

" A canting fanatical fellow had been there for a 
time, and the trne pastors bad been driven away, but 
he had passed to other work. Happily he had left no 
Bibles. That irremediable evil was spared these 
honest people. I doabt if they conld have read them ; 
but there is something in the yery presence of that 
book which nourishes heresy." 

"True; most true," said the Cardinal. "What 
steps did you take ?" 

" The first thinjg I did was to procure new decora- 
tions for the chapels. Many of the faithful in Stras- 
burg helped me in this. I then celij^brated daily mass 
at one chapel after another, and 'visited from house to 
bouse to recall the people to the confessional. The 
women hailed me with delight. They flocked around 
me ; and in a few months, in all the mountain district, 
I believe there was not one who did not attend the 
mass again." 

" Then why did you leave that work ?" 

" My work was done. The mass once re-established 
—-the parochial clergy returned to their flocks — all 
things returned to their pristine order and beauty, and 
I was no longer needed there." 

" And now," said the Archbishop, " your work is to 
be amongst the educated classes." 

" Yes," replied the young man. " My superior had 
been led to notice the rapid spread of heresy among the 
higher classes, and was anxious to turn every available 
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engine in that direction. Mj early life and edncation 
had not fitted me to combat error amongst the men of 
this class. Mj superior, therefore, advised me to lay 
aside m j clerical garb, that I might associate freely with 
the worldly and the gay, and seek to acquire, as a layman, 
the confidence which, in these degenerate days, might 
be denied to an ecclesiastic. He was debating in his 
own mind where he should send me, when your letter 
arrived, telling of the devotion of your Duke and 
Duchess to Rome, and speaking of the openings Tarin 
presented for any who desire to be useful to the Church. 
He immediately decided on recommending me to your 
Eminence, hoping that you might be able to train me 
for some usefulness here." 

" You will need little training," said the Cardinal. 
" You have shown zeal for the Church, and devotion 
to her best interests. I must say," added he, smiling, 
" you make a tolerably good-looking layman, with your 
Paris wig and lace ruffles. How do you like the change 
from the clerical garb?" 

" Obedience, my Lord, is our rule," replied the 
young man. "My superior ordered the change. I 
desire not to think which dress I should prefer. ' I 
confess I like the idea of seeing something of life in a 
court. Idleness would be a grievous penance to me ; 
one which I hope yon will not see good to infiict." 

" Do not fear ; I will find work for you. You may 
study here whenever you please. I shall be glad of 
your pen, and your head, too, at times. I will assign 
you an apartment in this palace, for the present at 
least ; but in public you must not often be seen with 
me. If you were considered a servant of mine, your 
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usefulness might be lessened. Ton mnst see ats innch 
of life as possible in the capital. I shall present yon 
to the Dnchess, of conrse. A cordial reception at the 
palace wUl introduce you at once to the gayest society. 
Ton must associate with the young noblemen of Turin. 
Tou must not he afraid of the gaming-table ; and you 
must frequent all places of public resort, in order to 
see a different phase of life from that to which yon 
have been accustomed." 

** I shall feel strange at first," said the young man, 
coloring. 

"That feeling will soon pass away. Hearts are the 
game everywhere, whether the bodies in which they are 
encased are clothed in ermine or russet. You have, of 
conrse, made character your study ?" 

" How is it possible to do otherwise ?" replied the 
young Priest. '* As a doctor studies the various bodily 
constitutions, so the priest must study the endless varie- 
ties of mental conformation which everywhere present 
themselves before him." 

" You have marked, of course, how each mind has 
its peculiar bias, its peculiar lares and penates^ I may 
call them, the real gods which govern it. Every object 
presented to it is colored by this bias, and strengthens 
it ; though to another mind exactly an opposite effect 
would be produced by the same cause* To influence 
another you must find out his peculiar bias ; to influence 
others you must seek to be influenced by none. Never 
open your own real mind to another : you increase its 
power by concentration ; you weaken it by opening H 
out You must appear open and candid, bat ever hl^i 
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yoar inner heart carefnlly locked. Trust no one but 
me ; I am jour sole friend and confidant." 

" Ton, my Lord," said the young man, astonished ; 
'' you condescend to be my friend I" 

" Surely, surely, my son," replied the Cardinal. 
" Whoever loves the Church must be ihe friend of so 
faithful a son of the Church as. yourself. But come," 
continued he, " what are we to call you ? I would fain 
call you David, as you have slain more than one G-oliath 
already. Your name as a monk I know ; what was 
your baptismal name ?" 

'! Francisco, my Lord," replied the young man. 

'* Well, let us see. Don Francisco di Compostello 
will do ; there is a large and scattered family of that 
name. I shall give out that you are of Spanish ex- 
traction, and have been educated in France, and are 
completing your travels previous to your return to 
your own country. French and Italian are both your 
native languages ?" 

'' Oh yes, and I spent some years in Paris under the 
followers of Jesus, and became well acquainted with 
the Castilian also." 

" That will do, then. You know the share Savoy 
had in the late victory of Lepanto ; that is the pre- 
vailing topic still. You will be welcomed at once, if 
you profess yourself an admirer of our national great- 
ness. By the by, remember moderation is the order of 
the day just now in religious views. We are becoming 
enlightened and merciful, and the torture, the sword, 
and the fire, as helps to religion, are not in vogue. 
Alva's work in the Netherlands disgusted many." 

" That suits me in verity," replied the young man. 
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" I prefer propagating the tmth by preaching. I feel 
no pleasure in coercing those who differ from ns." 

'^ Oh yeS) yes, gentleness is the best weapon to try 
first ; but if that should fail, success must be gained by 
any means." 

''But, my Lord," replied the monk, hesitatingly, 
"violence and torture will not convince mind." 

" But they force bodies into outward conformity," 
said the Cardinal. 

" But of what avail before God is outward conformity, 
when the heart is wanting ?" asked the monk, still more 
diffidently. 

" The Church takes no heed of that," replied the 
Cardinal. " The Church must rule ; she must be 
obeyed. She opens her arms to receive returning peni- 
tents ; but if any continue refractory, such must be 
treated as you treat children at school : they must be 
made to obey; they must be coerced into obedience." 

" And if punishment fails to procure obedience ?" 
asked Francisco. 

" Then the refractory member must be cut off," 
sternly replied the Cardinal. " The sin of disobedience 
to the Church is deadly in its character, and fatal in 
its effects on others. It were best for Christendom 
that all who dare to oppose God's vicacr upon earth 
should be cut off out of the land of th^ living. It is 
mercy to the faithful, for there is something so flatter- 
ing and specious in heresy that it is sure to spread like 
a pestilence whenever it appears, unless most stringent 
measures are taken to prevent it. Savoy is very free 
from the pestilential taint, thanks to the lesson our 
Duke early gave his people through the Yaudois, who 
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are the most determined heretics the world ever saw. 
Bat though the Dake and Dachess will not tolerate 
error in the general way, even in their court we are not 
secare from the intrasion of the poisonous doctrine. 
The Duchess has now a young heretic about her per- 
son, and if we do not convert her, she will assuredly 
pervert some of our people." 

** Surely she cannot stand in error with the truth all 
around her ?" remarked Francisco. 

"We shall see, we shall see," returned the Cardinal. 
" I intend she shall be converted, but the best means 
to use I have not yet arrived at." 

Friuicisco was deeply interested by his conversation 
with the Cardinal. His candor and openness, and the 
confidence he appeared to repose in him, were flattering 
to the young man. He listened to every word he said 
with the profoundest reverence. He adopted, without 
examination, his views and opinions. It had never 
occurred to him that he was acting a lie in laying aside 
his clerical garb. He had been trained to hate lying, 
and yet to consider obedience to the Church a primary 
duty. Thus, when the Church told him to act a lie, 
that lie ceased to be regarded by him as a sin. By this 
first step in the downward course his spiritual percep- 
tions began to be blunted. He was ready for any other 
downward stepr 

His reception at court, under the patronage of the 
Cardinal, was of course satisfactory. He speedily found 
himself in a position to become conversant with all that 
he desired to know. 

He became all things to all men, in order to gain 
some, in a sense different from that which the apostle 
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intended. He adopted the character of a gay cavalier, 
and acted his part to perfection. He drank, and 
gamed, and even swore, as the other nobles did. But 
with him there was ever a vein of earnestness beneath 
his wildest sallies. He was never carried away by the 
excitement he feigned — ^nor had these scenes of dissipa- 
tion any real attraction for him. Yet did his religions 
impressions become fainter and fainter, nnder the infla- 
ence of the life he led. At times he sighed for his more 
congenial work among the mountains, but his life of 
dissipation was in obedience to orders which he never 
dreamed of resisting. 

The Cardinal daily gained more and more influence 
over him. There was a fascination about that extra- 
ordinary man which few could resist. He ruled over 
the minds of his dependents as despotically as Philip 
of Spain ruled over the bodies of his subjects. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

A FEW weeks had elapsed since Count Julien and 
his daughter had reached the rugged old castle in which 
to them all the delights of home were centred. 

Marie sighed often, as she missed her sister at every 
turn ; but she devoted herself to learn her father's ways 
and wishes, and soon became essential to his happiness. 

The affectionate daughter had the happiness of seeing 
her father's health gradually improving in the quiet of 
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bis own home. He was gladly received by his neigh- 
bors, as a soldier whose fame added glory to the conn- 
try of his birth; and Marie's life was no longer as 
retired as it had been in former days. Still she found 
amongst the yoang ladles of Soleure not one whose 
affection or companionship could at all compensate for 
the loss of her darling Beatrice. Correspondence was 
not a freqiient thing in those days, and the letters that 
passed between the sisters were few and far between. 
Nor had either of them the faculty of readily expressing 
her thoughts on paper ; so that their letters would not 
add to the interest of our pages. Marie was obliged 
to wait for the end of the two years, for which period 
Beatrice was lent to the Duchess, before she could hope 
for a renewal of the intercourse which had hitherto 
been the charm of her existence, and the loss of which 
she most keenly felt. 

M. D'Albret visited the chateau shortly after the 
return of the Count, and brought with him the young 
priest, whose conversation with him was detailed at 
length in an earlier period of this history. 

M. Bernau's mind had been deeply impressed by the 
truths which the old Pastor had brought, for the first 
time, before his mind. He returned to his flock at 
Lucerne, but he resolved to read the Word of God with 
more attention than he had ever previously done ; and 
the result of his studies was soon manifest in his preach- 
ing. Whenever he preached, the cathedral was crowded, 
and his hearers soon became as much in earnest in reli- 
gion as their teacher was. The attention of his supe- 
riors was excited, and his sermons were examined and 
criticized. Germs of heresy were indubitably to be 
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found in them, and he was sammoned before his Bishop 
to clear himself from the charge. 

Secret intelligence being given him that very secure, 
but not very desirable quarters were preparing for him, 
he sought safety in flight. He secretly left Lucerne, 
and escaping to the canton of Berne, took shelter with 
the aged Bernese Pastor, who received him with open 
arms. 

Many and earnest were the conversations they held 
on religious subjects, and, one by one, the young man 
relinquished the errors he had held, more from educa- 
tion than conviction, until he was a Papist at heart no 
longer, and desired openly to profess his adhesion to 
the Genevese communion. 

His father, who was a highly respectable and wealthy 
merchant, had married in early life a lady of good 
family, and had removed into Germany when his eldest 
son took orders in the Romish Church. There he, too, 
had received the Reformed Faith. He had met with 
many family losses, and the tidings that his eldest son 
could be restored to him was hailed as a peculiar 
blessing. 

Previous to joining his parents in Germany, M. 
Bemau accompanied M. D'Albret to spend a few days in 
Count Julien's castle. 

The old soldier received both his guests cordially ; 
but hearing of the change that had taken place in Ber- 
nau's religious views, he was almost inclined to with- 
draw from him his hospitality. 

" It is all very well for you, Pastor," said the Count; 
" you have been one of the Reformed for many years. 
I remember hearing that you were frightened by 
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Zwingle's preaching when you were in the very act of 
peforming mass, and at once cast all yonr priestly vest- 
ments away. These were exciting days, and, besides, 
we need none of ns have the sins of our youth thrown 
in our teeth ; but what has a young fellow like him to 
do with these controversies ? I don't like turncoats. 
People should stick to the religion they are brought up 
to. All the young men, nowadays, think, that they 
know better than their fathers and mothers. No, no ; 
let Protestants alone, I say — let them go to heaven or 
hell their own way ; but why in the world should not 
Papists do the same ?-why interfere with them ?" 

*'Why, my Lord, they have pretty well turned M. 
Bernau out of the Komish Church. He had not much 
choice about the matter," replied M. D'Albret. 

" How ? why ?" asked the Count. 

** Well, he began to read the Bible, and to preach to 
the people out of the Word of God, instead of letting 
them go to sleep with legends of saints and martyrs ; 
and when the cathedral filled to overflowing, and every- 
body was talking of the young preacher, the Bishop sent 
for M. Bernau to clear himself from the charge of 
heresy." 

** While he was still acting as a priest ?" interrtipted 
the Count. 

. ** Yes, my Lord, and when he had no thought of 
leaving- Rome," answered the Pastor. " A friend gave 
him a secret hint that the Bishop had some idea of 
giving him a very warm reception." 

*' Rather warmer than was agreeable, eh?" said the 
Count. 

"Exactly so," replied D'Albret, smiling; "and not 
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particularly desiring to be cooked for the amusement 
of his diocesan, and the ediGcation of devout Romanists, 
be left Lucerne secretly, and did not feel himself safe 
till he got into a Protestant canton." 

** Well, well, I think I should have done the same in 
bis place," said the Count. ** I stood the Turkish fire 
pretty well, but that was for the good of my country ; 
the stake is a yery different matter. I should have 
beeti very sorry to have heard that the poor fellow had 
been reduced to ashes — good for nothing but to manure 
a garden; he's too young and well-looking for that. 
But what's he coim into Soleure for, eh? We are 
good Catholics here." 

" He is not afraid of being delivered up to Lucerne 
by you, my Lord," replied the Pastor. " The Swiss 
understand freedom better than to give up converted 
Komanists to t1i'6 tender mercies of the Church they 
have left." 

'' To be sure, to be sure ; he's safe enough here. But 
I must have some talk with him about his reasons for 
leaving his Church," said the Count. 

'' By all means, my Lord." 

And so skilfully did the old Pastor and Bernau 
conduct the conversation which followed, that they gave 
the old Count more insight into Christian truth than 
he had ever had before ; and though he stanchly con- 
tinued to stand up for Rome, he was often seen with a 
Bible in his hands, seeking out of it the best weapons 
wherewith to slay his enemies ; and as weapons taken 
from the Word of God, and employed against Protest- 
ants, are rather apt to recoil upon those who use them, 
we will leave the Count with the certain hope that his 
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Popery will one day receive from the sword of the Spirit 
an effectual stab, and that those who loved him best 
will have cause to rejoice that he ever came in contact 
with Frederic Bernau. 



CHAPTER XV. 

There was a great fSte givA at Rivoli by the 
Duchess of Savoy in honor of the birthday of her son. 
The Cardinal quitted Turin to honor it with his pre- 
sence, and he was accompanied by Don Francisco di 
Compostello. 

The Duchess received the Cardinal, as nsaal, with 
marked distinction. After a few minutes' conversation 
with her, the Archbishop turned to address himself to 
her ladies, while she condescendingly entered into con- 
versation with the handsome cavalier, whom he again 
presented to her. Beatrice stood in her place, radiant 
with beauty, of which the rich costume she had adopted, 
in compliance with the customs of the court, heightened 
the effect. While apparently engaged with one of the 
elder ladies-in-waiting, the Cardinal was attentively 
watching the countenance of the beautiful girl, which, 
like » mirror, reflected all that was passing in her mind. 
Her whole attention was absorbed by Francisco. With 
a sparkling eye, and heightened color, she was watching 
him ; her lips parted, and her head inclined towards 
him, seeking to catch every tone of his voice. As the 
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Dachess turned from him to speak to some otbdr 
guests, Francisco's eye canght a sight of Beatrice's 
beaming face. He started, looked for a second inqsir- 
inglj as their eyes met, and then, his face relaxing 
into a smile of recognition, he bowed low. A graceful 
inclination of her head acknowledged the courtesy. 
Her color rose to her very temples. Francisco retired 
from the ducal circle without addressing a word to 
Beatrice. 

The Cardinal had observed everything, and continued 
to watch Beatrice's varying color. Though her eyes 
followed not the young man as he mixed with the 
crowd, her countenance assumed a pleased and thought- 
ful expression, and it seemed to the Cardinal as if she 
retired into herself, satisfied with that single look of 
recognition. 

As soon as the Cardinal could do so unobserved, he 
approached Francisco, touched his arm, and invited 
him to walk into the gardens, which were brilliantly 
illuminated. 

'' The Duchess received you favorably again," said 
the Cardinal. ''Were you a courtier, your fortune 
would be considered made." 

"Thanks to your Grace's introduction,'^ said the 
young man, carelessly. 

"Not altogether. Your own address and manner 
have a share in her Grace's condescension," replied the 
Cardinal. " But Lady Beatrice ; have you been in her 
company before ?" 

" Is that the name of the fair young maid of honor 
who bowed to me f I was the means of rendering her 
a trifling service on the reception*day of the troops 
10 
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from LepaDto. Her hone had nearlj thrown her, and 
my arm bronghl him to order. I had neTer seen hex 
since till her face appeared in the Dnchess's circle this 
evening.'' 

''She regaidB yon favorably, if I ever saw into a 
woman's mind. Follow it np. She is the heretic I 
told yon of," said the Cardinal. 

" That beautifnl creature a heretic I Nay, my Lord, 
that mnst not be allowed," replied the young man, 
earnestly. 

''Oonvert her then," replied the Cardinal; ''there 
she is 1" and a sudden opening in the alley they were 
traversing showed a seat at a little distance, on which 
Beatrice was sitting with a young companion, Susetta 
Bernotti. 

''Ah I how charming, Beatrice, to be allowed to 
wander where one likes for a little whOe. Our good 
mistress is very considerate to dismiss ns while she 
dances. But you are silent; do you not enjoy this 
exquisite evening ? Veramente /" said the merry girl, 
" here comes the Cardinal and that magnificent young 
cavalier with him. " You may talk to the Cardinal," 
whispered she, as they approached, " I shall prefer the 
cavalier I" 

Bat Susetta was doomed to disappointment. The 
Cardinal, with the blandest manner possible, came up 
to the seat, and presented Francisco at once to Bea- 
trice. 

Beatrice colored deeply, but her self-possession did 
not desert her. She replied simply to Francisco's com- 
pliments, and then expressed her sorrow that her father 
had quitted Turin without being able to ascertain to 
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whom he owed his thanks for the prompt assistance 
'which had been so kindly given her on the day of the 
reception. 

No thanks conld be required for the honor and plea- 
sure of rendering her so trifling a service. He took 
this opportunity of thanking her for having allowed 
him the privilege of giving her the smallest assistance* 

A sparkling expressive look from Beatrice rewarded 
this pretty compliment. 

'* How do you like Turin?" was the next question. 

*' I should like it better if my sister were still with 
me," replied Beatrice. 

** She has left you, then f " 

" Tes," said Beatrice ; " my father required the rest 
of home after his many years' campaigning, and my 
sister accompanied him to Soleure." 

"Tour father has well earned repose," said the 
yonng man. " His gallant deeds are bruited far and 
wide. Savoy has had no nobler defender. It is a plea- 
sure to me to have looked on him once, before he quit- 
ted the busy scenes where he will be remembered with 
distinguished honor, as long as there are any hearts 
left to respond to high and honorable deeds I" 

Beatrice's eyes sparkled with delight at this tribute 
to her father. The Cardinal turned from Susetta, with 
whom he had been laughing in a way which had entirely 
won her heart. 

" The Duchess, Lady Beatrice, has promised to honor 
my poor house with her presence one day ne:^ week, 
and it will give me great pleasure to see you in her 
suite," said he ; ** and you, too, cara mia," continued 
he, turning to Susetta. 
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'' Your Eminence honors ns with yonr notice ; bnt 
we must go only where we are bid, like good children," 
said Susetta, demurely. 

**1 hope it will not be unpleasant to you, if the 
Duchess bids you attend her to my palace 1" 

" By no means, my Lord ; your Grace's entertain- 
ments are the pleasantest we go to." 

"You are a courtier, child," said the Cardinal, 
laughing. '' I hope Lady Beatrice will find them as 
agreeable." 

Poor Beatrice had food enough for her already 
smitten imagination. Each word, each look of Fran- 
Cisco's was treasured up in her memory, and counted 
over and over as a miser counts his hoards. 

" Follow up your advantage," said the Cardinal as 
they walked away, "and Beatrice is won. Another 
convert to add to your many laurels." 

" But, my Lord," stammered Francisco, " I have not 
said one word to her about her religion." 

"No, foolish boy, but you have laid siege to her heart, 
or, if not laid siege, you have taken it by storm ; the 
fortress is open, you have nothing to do but to walk in, 
and that girl will do anything for Zove." 

"Love I True: I can suppose so — ^but such love 
a monk has no business to excite," replied Francisco 
somewhat indignantly. 

" Francisco, listen to me. Do you believe that girl 
will be damned if she continues a rebel from our holy 
Church ?" 

Francisco crossed himself hastily. "There is no 
salvation out of the pale of the Church." 

" Then will it not be a mercy to save her soul at any 
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price — ^by any means ? Eternal fire — ^hopeless misery 
for ever — ^how awful I" said the Cardinal solemnly, as 
he made the sign of the cross. '' The Yirgin and the 
saints preserve her from it I" 

" Amen, amen," said the monk, earnestly ; " bnt 
are there no other means which could be taken ? Love, 
which must be disappointed, is a cruel weapon to use. 
Surely, fair arguments and the weight of authority 
would avail with such a child ?" 

" Not with that girl,'' said the Cardinal. '* She has 
been nurtured on the Bible. She sucked in heresy 
with her mother's milk. She is a heretic to the back- 
bone." 

" Then no earthly attachment, even if excited, could 
change her views and her heart," returned Francisco. 

** Granted. But she may, by means of an earthly 
attachment, be brought into outward conformity with 
the Church. Once bring her within it, and the masses 
and prayers of the faithful will be available for her, 
and make up for all the deficiencies in her faith. Bring 
her within the pale, and our work is done. The Yirgin 
and the saints will do the rest." 

" But, my Lord," said Francisco, thoughtfully, " I 
fear for myself. She is very beautiful." 

The Cardinal laughed. "I will absolve you from 
any evil consequences which may result to yourself. I 
am not afraid of a pair of bright eyes for you ; but if 
it will ease your mind of any doubt or scruple, you 
shall act under my commands. By your vow of obe- 
dience, I command you to do your best to win Beatrice 
to the faith. If you can do it without winning her 
heart to yourself, well and good ; but, by any means. 
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win her to the Church. Hark I there is music. Do 
70U dance ?" 

" No» no, mjLord, I really could not. I should be 
thinking all the time of the Dance of Death." 

The Cardinal shuddered, and then laughed ; but it 
was a hollow laugh. He recollected that one of those 
singular caricatures represented Death dancing off with 
a Cardinal, and realizing the idea of his own death 
some time or other always chilled his very heart. 

No thought of a glorious eternity opened before his 
earth-bound vision; but a dim recollection of torture, 
suffering, and death, inflicted by his command, or at 
his instigation, on a number of innocent beings, ever 
connected itself with the idea of the judgment which 
he well knew must follow death. But such thoughts 
he never encouraged. He hastily quitted Francisco 
and entered into lively conversation with a party of 
nobles who approached them, but he carefully avoided 
the ball-room on that evening. The association Fran- 
cisco's words had conjured up was not an agreeable 
one. 

Surrounded by some young men among whom he 
was a favorite, Francisco also forgot his late conversa- 
tion with the Cardinal ; and it was late in the evening, 
or rather early in the morning, before he returned to 
his quarters at the archiepiscopal palace, overpowered 
with fatigue. Yet his latest thought that night wa<s of 
Beatrice. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

In the ereniBg of the day on which the Dnchess with 
her suite honored the Cardinal's palace by her pre- 
sence, she and some of the guests were engaged in 
cards, and the other games of chance which formed a 
principal part of the amusements of that age. Beatrice's 
inclination and education prevented her from joininf^ 
in these games. She withdrew from the gay crowd 
into the deep recess formed by an oriel window, at 
some distance ftrom the tables, but whence she coidd 
see the Duchess in case she should be summoned to 
her side. The rest of the suite were playing at cards 
at dififerent tables scattered about the rooms. Beatriee 
was busily engaged in examining some rare prints 
which lay on a table in the recess, when she heard a 
step near her. She turned not towards the visitor. 
She knew it was the step she had listened for all day 
in vain. She bent her head over the print to conceal 
the color which she felt rising in her face. 

He paused at a little distance from the window. 
Shefek he was looking at her. And he I His heart 
beat responsive to the feelings which agitated hers. 
What was it which gave him such exquisite pleasure 
as he gazed at her? Not her beauty. He scarcely 
saw it. It was herself which fascinated him. Had 
the lightning flash suddenly blasted her exquisite love- 
liness, the thrill of delight which he experienced when' 
he was near her would scarcely have lessened. He 
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approached her. She conld not avoid raising her head 
and bowing to him in acknowledgment of his saluta- 
tion. 

He drew nearer. " Excellent those prints are con- 
sidered," said he; "but I have seen tiie originals in 
Paris, and these prints give little idea of their rare 
excellence and beauty." 

'' Yet these appear to me truly beautiful," she re- 
plied. 

There was one print representing the crucifixion of 
our Lord and the Virgin Mother standing near the 
cross. Perfect calmness sat upon every feature of the 
dying Saviour. It was as if he were saying, ''Father, 
into thy hands I commend my spiril^the mighty work 
is done — I come to Thee." The countenance of the 
Holy Mother expressed the deepest anguish, as if a 
sword indeed had pierced her inmost soul. 

" How refreshing," said Francisco, glancing at the 
gaming-table, " to turn from such a scene as this, to 
gaze for a few moments on Calvary." 

Beatrice looked up with astonishment and delight. 
A tear glistened in her eye. Such words reminded her 
of earlier and happier days. 

He perceived her emotion, and readily divined the 
cause. 

"We may carry a heart alive to eternal things, even 
in the atmosphere of a court," said he, gently. "There 
was an Obadiah in Ahab's court, a Nehemiah in that 
of Artaxerxes." 

" But it is very difficult," said Beatrice, scarcely able 
to control her emotion. 
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** If the love of that Saviour be fixed in the heart, it 
is possible," said Francisco. 

He stood quietly by her side for some moments to 
give her time to recover herself. 

"This picture affects me strongly," he said. "It 
is strange how little we dwell on that work of love. 
I find this emblem, which I bear about me continually, 
reminds me best of what I should be too apt to forget 
in the hurry of life ;" and he drew a small crucifix of 
exquisitely cut ivory from his vest. 

Francisco showed it, and shown by his hand, she 
shrunk not from an emblem which, shown by another, 
she would have turned Arom as idolatrous. He spoke 
to thoughts which he knew would rise. 

" Not the emblem," said he, ** does the true Chris- 
tian worship, but gratefully he makes use of any means 
which may serve to bring his Saviour to his mind, 
amid the hurrying scenes of this work-a-day world. 
The emblem is little. He who died upon the cross is 
indeed all to the believer." 

" All !" said Beatrice, looking up with again height- 
ened color. 

"All," replied he, mildly, "to the true believer. 
What can we require more ?" 

"TheYirgin and the saints, the Romish Church 
adore," said Beatrice, with a kindling look of indig- 
nation. 

He smiled gently. She met the gaze of his expres- 
sive eyes, and her own fell again. 

" Ah ! madam, is it not better to believe too much 
than too little ?" said he, with a voice whose deep soft 
tones spoke to her very soul. "Am I likely to love 



1 
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the Son less, because, for his dear sake, I reverence 
his holy mother also ? I love her as I mast love anj 
woman of snch beanty of character and holiness of 
life; bat she is not my Saviour. They wrong us who 
say we worship her with such worship as we pay to her 
Son. But to return to the prints. Does it not seem 
to draw your thoughts heavenward to look on that 
countenance of the dying Saviour ?" 

** It does, indeed. I would I could keep him ever 
in my heart 1" replied Beatrice, with her eyes again 
fixed on the print. 

^^ Pardon me, lady," said Francisco, drawing nearer 
to her, and speaking in a low voice; ''I have seen you 
but seldom — but those times are never to be forgotten. 
I feel that your thoughts dwell on higher things than 
those that occupy the mass of kindly, but frivolous 
beings, who surround you. To me also these higher 
objects are alone worthy of a thought, though circum- 
stances force me to mingle in the gay throngs of the 
capital. I have found this little emblem aid me when 
beset by worldly business, and tempted to forget Him 
whom I love. Would you, lady, would you condescend 
to try its virtues ?" 

He gently placed the little crucifix beside her. Her 
first impulse was to refuse ; but she met his eyes again. 
She could not resist the tender pleading which they 
expressed. She colored deeply, and drew it towards 
her. 

He spoke no word of thanks ; but his countenance 
expressed the deepest gratitude to her for consenting 
to his wish. 

'^ May He who died on the cross bless thee I" he 
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marmured ; and as he retired from her, "Holy Mother, 
I thank thee !" was his mental ejaculation. 

She reached her own apartment in a tumult of con- 
tending feelings. Such words from a gay cayalier in 
that court were indeed astonishing. They aroused up 
thoughts which, alas I had become less and less her 
awn since Marie had left her. She knelt by her bed- 
side, but not with the crucifix in her hand. She strove 
to think, but there was a tumultuous joy throbbing in 
every vein, which forbade quiet thought. '' He thinks 
of me, he cares for me ; I feel he does. He is a Ro- 
manist, yet were his words such as my own mother 
might have said to me." She lay down to rest that 
night, and many succeeding ones, with his precious 
gift closely locked in her grasp; and by day it was 
always carried about her person. 

''Madam," said the Cardinal, aside to the Duchess, 
one evening a few days after the f(§te, ''we are making 
progress with your heretic." 

" How ? What mean you ?" said she. 

" I have a powerful ally in Don Francisco. She has 
accepted from him a crucifix, and has lent him her 
Bible in return." 

"My Lord, you are indeed invincible," said the 
Duchess, joyfully. "What heartfelt joy it will give 
me if that sweet child is gathered into the fold I But," 
added she, doubtfully, "you have chosen an uncommon 

advocate, that gay cavalier who is " and she 

hesitated. 

" Who is a most faithful Catholic," replied the Car- 
dinal. 
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"Bat a dangerous fUend," said the Dachess, "for 
my ward." 

"Madam, I honor your prudence," replied the Car- 
dinal; "but believe me, I know my weapons. Tou 
need fear no marriage her father would disapprove. 
Trust me." 

• " Implicitly, unreservedly, my Lord ; but is she in 
no danger 7" asked the Duchess. 

" Madam, will you aid me in this work f I pledge 
myself that the Lady Beatrice will be brought into the 
true Church if I can depend on your Grace's assistance," 
said the Cardinal. 

"Tou may depend on any help I can give; only 
direct me," replied the Duchess. 

" Then I must beg your Grace to permit Don Fran- 
cisco free access to your circle," said the Cardinal. 
"By the by, your Grace's secretary is disabled just 
now — could you accept Don Francisco as his substitute 
for a few weeks ?" 

''On your recommendation, it may be arranged," 
said the Duchess, thoughtfully. 

" Then I must request your Grace to shield the Lady 
Beatrice as much from remark as possible. She is of 
so retiring a nature that a word of raillery from her 
companions might ruin all. If you will condescend to 
converse frequently with the young man yourself, he 
will be your Grace's most devoted servant, and yet find 
sufficient opportunities, when unobserved, to communi- 
cate with Lady Beatrice." 

" I understand," said the Duchess, smiling. " He 
is to be my cavalier in the eyes of the Court, and will 
play his part accordingly." 
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"Precisely," replied the Cardinal; "and I recom- 
mend yon, also, to keep Lady Beatrice as much em- 
ployed as possible. Lonely hoars in her own apartment 
are the worst things for her. Let her be amused as 
mnch as possible, and drawn oat of herself. Mademoi- 
selle Susette, la belle Jalie, and others, may aid yoa in 
this. Confide to them yonr hopes of her conversion, 
and secure their active co-operation." 

" And active it will be, for they all love Beatrice." 



' CHAPTER XVII. 

The consequences of the Cardinal's advice were ex- 
actly what he foresaw they would be. Within a few 
weeks all Turin was talking of the Quchass's new and 
handsome favorite. The report was conveyed to the 
Duke, who was but seldom found residing with his 
Duchess. Being an active soldier, he was constantly 
engaged in surveying his outposts, and in superintend- 
ing the execution of his various plans for the improve- 
ment of his kingdom, where everything had fallen into 
wild disorder during his long and constrained absence. 
Not particularly correct in his own conduct, and having 
frequently given his Duchess too much occasion for jeal- 
ousy, he raged furiously at the possibility of any incor- 
rectness on her part. In spite of the habits of the 
court in which she had been nurtured, the Duchess had 
hitherto never given him the slightest cause of oflfence. 
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Acting under the Cardinal's advice, she had never con- 
templated any danger to her own good name, and the 
first intimation of her husband's suspicions fell on her 
like a thunderbolt. She sent in haste for the Cardinal, 
and in the deepest distress showed him the sarcastic 
letter in which the Duke had just conveyed to her his 
congratulations on the late accession to her household. 

The Cardinal acted his part, as usual, to admiration. 
He feigned the deepest astonishment and regret. He 
walked up and down the room in the greatest apparent 
agitation. He had committed a grievous blunder ; his 
zeal for Lady Beatrice's conversion had made him blind 
to all other considerations. How could he remedy the 
mischief he had caused ? He should never forgive him- 
self. Could her Grace ever forgive him ? Her Grace 
was only too ready to forgive, too shocked at the idea 
^of the Cardinal's asking her forgiveness. 

''My Lord," said she, "your motives were the 
highest. I can only thank you with my whole heart 
for your anxiety for Beatrice. The error is my own ; 
you are not to blame. I only sent to entreat your 
assistance in the matter, now that it has taken a turn 
so dififerent from our expectations." 

" As far as Beatrice is concerned, the progress is 
most satisfactory," said the Cardinal ; " but that your 
Grace should sufiTer, and by my counsel, it grieves — it 
distresses me beyond measure ;" and his voice expressed 
the deepest annoyance and sympathy. " You must be 
extricated at any sacrifice, and that instantly," said he. 
" I must go to the Duke, and Francisco must be sent 
from court." 

'' And Beatrice ?" asked the Duchess. 
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"Ah, Beatrice must not weigh in the scale with 
your Grace's happiness." 

"Bat, my Lord, can no plan be saggested'to keep 
him ? I cannot give up the hope of her conversion. 
It depends on him." 

"It does, it does," said the Cardinal; "bat yoar 
Grace's noble forgetfulness of self in this matter makes 
me only the more anxious to remove any ground of 
scandal." 

Thus he worked her up to entreating that, if possible, 
Francisco should remain. He resisted only long enough 
to excite her importunity to the utmost, and then said, 
" There is but one way to extricate you, and yet secure 
her conversion. Francisco must announce his attach- 
ment to Beatrice. I will explain to the Duke my part 
in the affair ; but words only will not do, we Diust have 
public proof of their mutual regard. Your Grace must 
be exonerated from all shadow of blame in the affair. 
Beatrice's heresy is well known, and it mnst now be 
made known that that heresy alone prevented Fran- 
cisco's declaring himself her suitor long since." 

"But if he becomes her suitor, her father must be 
informed," said the Duchess ; " and then, unless Bea- 
trice's love for Francisco is stronger than her attach- 
ment to her religion, she will leave court." 

"Madam," replied the Cardinal, "she will leave 
court, and be lost to Rome altogether, if her father 
hears of Francisco's suit. His other daughter will 
take fright, and withdraw Beatrice at once from his 
saving influence." 

"But what then ? JLsaSSPt suffer her to marry 
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without her father's knowledge," said the Dachess, 
decidedly. 

''Don Francisco wonld not marry a heretic," said 
the Cardinal. 

"I am well aware of that; but only give Beatrice 
time, and I saspect that her love for him will make her 
forego her early prejudices for his sake." 

** My hope, I confess, rests on this foundation," said 
the Cardinal. 

'' Then her father must be informed," persisted the 
Duchess. 

''And Beatrice lost," said the Cardinal. 

The countenance of the Duchess fell. 

" Do you indeed desire for Beatrice the gift of con- 
version and eternal safety above all earthly happiness ?" 
asked the Cardinal. 

" I do indeed," replied the Duchess. " Earthly joys 
quickly fade. Eternal safety is worth any sacrifice of 
earthly bliss." t 

"You think she loves Francisco, and for his sake 
may be induced to join the Church 7" again inquired 
the Cardinal. 

" I do," replied the Duchess. 

" Then your mind may rest as regards your duty to 
her father. Francisco cannot marry. He is a priest 
of the order of Jesus," said the Cardinal. 

" My Lord I" said the Duchess, astonished. 

"It is true;" and the Cardinal then related to the 
amazed hearer the circumstances which had brought 
Francisco to Turin — ^his accidental meeting with, and 
the service he had rendered Beatrice— the interest he 
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1»d Been excited in her mind, and the nse he bad re* 
solved to make of this interest. 

" Of course," he said, ** he had only hoped to work 
en her through her feelings, but now that the Duchess's 
eharacta* was at stake, a different coarse most be taken. 
If Francisco were to remain, and Beatrice to be con- 
yerted, the public, whose scandalous tongues bad been 
at work, must see where Francisco's real interest lay. 
His sudden removal now would indeed only raise the 
suspieions of the populace to absolute certainty. The 
plot must be continued to the end, and the Puise at 
once informed of the whole." 

''But Beatrice, you mean, must be kept stiU in igno- 
rance of Don Francisco's real position ?" said the 
Duchess. 

** Assuredly, or the work will not be accomplished." 

'* But you would not suffer her to become engaged to 
Don Francisco ?" pleaded the Duchess. 

^* Undoubtedly, if by that means I can save her soul," 
answered the Cardinal. ** But I will leave your Grace 
to consider the plan. I can see no other means of 
satisfying the Duke as to your Grace's conduct— no 
other means of winning Beatrice to the true faith**- 
and is not the safety of a soul worth any sacrifice ? 
Beatrice may suffer a little here, but what is that to 
eternal suffering ? The child will one day thank your 
Grace with her whole heart, for what now seems to you 
an undesirable subterfuge. The end sanctifies the 
means. Consider the end you have in view." 

The wily Cardinal managed to quicken the Duchess's 
deliberations by hints and letters from various quar* 
ters, which she well knew pointed to Francisco as one 
11 
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who had already, in public estimation, palled her down 
from the high pinnacle of matrimonial perfection on 
which she had long stood ; and she could not but desire 
to be fully cleared in the ejes of the public. The con- 
sideration of Beatrice's eternal safety, the Cardinal 
took care, should have full weight, and at length, though 
with many misgiyings, she gave in her adhesion to his 
plan. 

He Instantly hastened off to the Duke, and put him 
in possession of all the particulars of the case. 

The Duke, who had little faith in either women or 
priests, required that Francisco's attachment to the 
Duchess's maid of honor should be instantly declared, 
and the Cardinal's next business was to bring Fran- 
cisco's mind into unison with his own on the subject. 

'' He had less difficulty than he expected. The un- 
fortunate young man felt himself inextricably involyed. 
He had acted a lie so long, that he had entirely ceased 
to feel himself a liar. He was also deeply interested 
in Beatrice's conversion. His pride urged him to 
desire that the undertaking should not fail. And 
was there no other feeling which induced him to linger 
still around Beatrice, which made him feel that to 
breathe the same air she breathed was a happiness 
too great to be willingly relinquished ? Of the future 
he dared not think — ^the delight of the present was 
enough. 

The Duchess undertook to plead Francisco's cause — 
she was the first to speak to Beatrice of his ardent 
devotion to her. Perhaps on this point she was not 
far from the truth. 

A whisper opened the eyes of the courtiers to a truth 
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of which each remembered sufficient confirmation when 
once it was revealed to them. 

But her heresy ? 

"Hush I The Cardinal has absolved the young 
cavalier for his attachment ; but marriage will not be 
allowed unless she returns to the true Church." 

''Will she stand out?" 

No one believed she would. 

** The Duchess's affection and caresses, the Cardinal's 
blandishments, the few truthful and deeply anguished 
words, in which Francisco lamented the impassable 
barrier which separated them, made her desire, with 
the intensity of a woman's heart, given, with all the 
depths of a first love, to the man who professed to be 
devoted to her, that she could remove this barrier. 

This onJy ^m^, they led her to believe, was her 
own adh^bn to the Reformed Faith. 

One conversation after another was held with the 
Cardinal. The first twelve points of Pope Pius's creed, 
which are founded on the imperishable Word of Ood, 
were strenuously insisted on — ^the twelve which differ 
as clearly from that same Word, were glossed over, or 
passed by as unimportant. 

"We have in our Church all the truths which you 
possess in yours," was one of the arguments used by 
the Cardinal. " Age and experience may have added 
a few unimportant doctrines to our creed, but these 
are chiefly intended, not for the well-instructed like 
yourself, but for the weak-minded and ignorant. 
Such must be acted on by means which may appear 
childish to the clever and well-informed, but for aiges 
they have helped to keep the uninstructed mass in 
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union with the Church. For you, mj daughter, the 
Word of Qod is open. You shall have my full sano* 
tion to read it, if you place yourself under my instruc- 
tion. But you are well aware that what is food for 
one, may be poison for another. Babes must be fed 
with milk. Wine and strong drink are for the ad- 
Tanced in age. The Word of God is for the advanced 
in mind. We only give it not to those who would 
abuse if 

Why had not Francisco returned her Bible ? thought 
Beatrice^ Had not his eyes often told her that he 
loved it for her sake ; that he retained it to remind 
him constantly of her, as she retained his crucifix to 
remind her of him. 

Oh, wilful, wilful blindness I A Romish priest will 
allow no one to read the Bible, unless he is fully con- 
vinced that the reader will understand it only as he 
chooses to explain it to him. 

On another occasion, the Cardinal more than hinted 
at a Papal dispensation, should Beatrice join the 
Church, for all those things which she could not believe. 

" We meet all dtjfficuUies,^^ said the Cardinal. "The 
communion in both kinds, and the marriage of priestq, 
hate been granted at certain times by Papal dispensa- 
tion in certain parts of Christendom. I can secure 
for you a Papal dispensation respecting the worship of 
the Virgin and the Saints. These are non-essentials 
in religion." 

But it was to Francisco that she at last yielded ; 
and his ears first heard the glad words, ** I will join 
your Church 1" He was sitting by her side in the 
gardens of the Ducal palace. 
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" God be praised I" was bis exclamation. He drew 
sear to her — ^be placed bis arm aronnd ber, and drew 
ber close to bis side. Sbe rested ber bead on bis 
sboalder — He imprinted one passionate kiss on ber 
forebead. 

Tbe perfect joy of tbat moment to ber 1 — ^tbe nn- 
ntterable angnisb to bim I Witb a balf-snppressed 
groan be sbmnk from ber, and darted away witb tbe 
speed of an arrow. 

Sbe scarcely marvelled. Sbe supposed bis joy too 
deep for control. Her own cup was full ; sbe was bis. 
No backward glance sbe tbrew-*«be looked not for* 
ward ; tbe bliss of tbe present' moment satisfied and 
filled ber. 

Tbe news spread among tbe courtiers. Caressed, 
flattered by all, not a moment's time for tbougbt was 
allowed to Beatrice. 

''All praise to tbe saints 1" said tbe Cardinal, as, full 
of excitement, Francisco repeated tbe words of Beatrice. 
"You bare well done, my son — ^your reward will be 
greats Courage ( courage! my friend; you will not 
faint before a woman's tears. We will bave a glorious 
bridal," continued be. ''It will be a bigber bridal 
than your fair lady dreamy of t" 

Erancisco could bear no jesting. In an instant tbe 
Cardinal changed bis cue. 

"To tbe chapel, Francisco; spend a night in fasting 
and prayer — upraise for tbe past, hope for tbe future. 
You sacrifice more to the Church now, than you did 
when you first joined our order. God will accept tbe 
sacrifice I Beatrice saved will lore you witb a deeper 
and more enduring love than sbe feels for yon now. 
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Commend her to the Holy Yirgin and the Saints. Gk>, 
my son; I honor and reverence you. You are a 
worthy disciple of the Order of Jesns I*' 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

But few days were allowed ; Beatrice was given to 
understand that her bridal wonld be nobly graced. 

'* Yon will be spared everything that would try yon, 
my child. The Cardinal will receive yon into Christian 
fellowship in the chapel," said the Duchess, on the day 
after her resolution had been declared to Francisco. 
" He will make the reception as short as possible. A 
few words repeated after him, and all will be done. 
Then Francisco may claim his beautiful bride." 

Beatrice almost threw herself into the Duchess's 
arms, and covered her hands with kisses. 

''My child, my child," she whispered in an altered 
voice; and when Beatrice looked up, the Duchess's 
eyes were filled with tears, as she pressed her lovingly 
to her bosom. " Go, dearest, I can say no more now," 
and Beatrice wonderingly retired. 

''Oh, Beatrice," said Susetta, "such beautiful 
dresses the Duchess has ordered. The poor women 
are in despair, they are commanded to get them ready 
in such a hurry. We are all to have new dresses for 
the wedding; but yours, oh, it will be lovely I but I 
am not to tell you anything about it. Yon will not 
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see it even till the day. Let me see — ^Friday, Satur- 
day, Sunday, Monday, four days, and then Tuesday 
will be here." 

"And, Beatrice," said Julia, " there is a concert to- 
morrow, and a whole day at Rivoli on Saturday, and I 
don't know what on Sunday. On Monday night a ball, 
with the gardens illuminated until the moon rises." 

" I am afraid people won't make half such a fuss at 
my wedding," said Susetta, laughing; " but then I am 
not nearly so pretty as you are, you beautiful creature," 
and the two girls half smothered her with their caresses. 

Francisco scarcely saw Beatrice again till the eyening 
of the ball. He was then compelled to attend. He 
looked pale and anxious, but men often look thus on 
the eve of their wedding day. 

Beatrice danced not on that night. He found him- 
self drawn by an irresistible influence to her side. 

One walk with her in the garden he could not deny 
himself — one short hour to believe she was his. He 
gave himself up to the full enjoyment of that hour. 

Even Beatrice's love was satisfied with his deep ex- 
pressions of attachment. 

But the summons came, and Beatrice must attend 
her mistress for the last time to her apartments. 

Francisco conducted her back to the ball-room, and 
pressed her hand as she entered it, for the last time. 
His whole soul was in that pressure. 

The Cardinal had observed the flush of excitement 
on the usually pale cheek of Don Francisco, and when 
the Duchess and her suite had retired, he was oc the 
watch to prevent his departure alone. The young man 
was standing near a pillar, with his eyes steadily fixe^ 
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on the door throngli which he had seen Beatrice disap- 
pear, as she'followed the Dachess from the ballroom. 
His arms were folded, and he stood as one stupefied. 
The Cardinal tonehed his arm. ** Come," he said. 
** The rooms will soon be deserted. I have sent away 
mj serrants. We will walk through the palace^gardens 
home." 

Francisco started, and mechanfically followed him. 
As they stepped into the cool eyening air, the Cardinal 
pat his arm within that of the young man, and said, in 
his clear, low Toice — 

*' Well has the work proceeded. To-morrow one of 
the fairest flowers that ever bloomed on earth will be 
transplanted into the garden of the Holy Mother of 
God." 

Francisco shivered. 

" To you, my son, is due the glory of this conver- 
sion. The work is not ours. You have succeeded in 
convincing her." 

They were advancing slowly in the full moonlight 
They passed through the walks which Francisco had so 
lately traversed with Beatrice leaning on his arm. He 
had felt her breath upon his cheek. More than once, 
for some moments together, his arm had encircled her. 
She had looked up into his face with such trusting 
love, such perfect confidence — ^his inmost soul had 
shrunk from the vast' deceit he was perpetrating. Yet 
even the momentary glimpse of the abyss into which he 
was sinking had passed again under the present over- 
whelming sense of love — earthly love — to the pare and 
lovely being whose whole affections he felt were fixed 
on him. He had striven to prolong the exquisite sen- 
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sation of happiness which the knowledge of. her love 
gare him ; and now the return to the intense bbink of 
his real existence was almost insupportable. He 
scarcely heard the words which the Oardinal poured 
into his ear. 

" Ton do not reply, my son," said he at length. 

" Your pardon, father," stammered out Francisco. 

His last words had been spoken to her/ 

Did the cold, hard man, who had such wondrous 
power oyer the souls of all around him, catch a glimpse 
of what was passing in his victim's mind ? 

''My son, you have fought the fight well. The 
Ohurch thanks you for your faithful efforts. You must 
fight yet a little longer. It is a hard struggle ; I feel 
for you. I was once young myself. I know the power 
of women oyer the spirit." 

"Yon, father I" said Francisco, startled into imme- 
diate attention by such an announcement. ''You, 
father I Could you ever have had a thought besides 
the Church!" 

The Cardinal smiled. "I am old now, but remem- 
ber, I was once as young as you are. There were 
those who said I possessed external advantages — pass 
them by — women love not for beauty alone. There 
was one — but it avails nought to speak of these things 
now. I sacrificed my strong earthly feelings at a higher 
shrine, and devoted the heart, which was well nigh 
crushed by an earthly attachment, to the Church's ser- 
vice, and ... I have never regretted it." 

" But she, father, how bare she the loss ?" 

The Cardinal laughed slightly. " They are not like 
us. Beautiful they often are, devotedly attached they 
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often seem — ^ready to die if disappointed. 'Tis bat for 
a while ; they love again. I had wasted many sad and 
bitter thoughts on her when I met her one day in ^11 
her wedding braveries. She was leaning on her hus- 
band's arm, as she had leaned on mine, and all her soul 
was gazing into his eyes. Pretty toys they are— no 
heart-breaking there I Do not fear, my son. But 
enough of this. It is only for you I speak of such 
things. Remember," said the Cardinal, smiling, and 
putting his finger on his lips, *' no word of this to any 
one. Others must think of me as always old." They 
had reached the palace of the Cardinal. ** Now huona 
notte ; go sleep, and come to me ere the bell rings for 
matins." 

A new current was given to Francisco's thoughts. 
Grateful and astonished that the man so feared, and so 
high above ordinary mortals, should speak to him of 
his own early life — ^that the Cardinal could ever have 
loved, and speak to him of his love — ^the powerful hold 
was again upon the young man's mind — again he re- 
joiced in the success of the plan for Beatrice's conver- 
sion ; and as he bowed at his evening devotions, again 
he praised the God and Father of truth for the success 
of his acted lie. Strange infatuation! but stranger 
things have happened when once the conscience and 
the judgment have been given up to the power of an- 
other. l!he Indian fakirs, to propitiate their gods, will 
render a limb stiff and useless by abstaining from using 
it, and keeping it fixed in one position. So the powers 
of the mind, habitually bowed to the mind of another, 
lose their independence, and become positively nselesa 
to their proper owner. 
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Bat it was long before he slept, and when sleep fell 
on him at last, he saw again and again that sweet face 
close to his own, and felt her breathe upon his cheek, 
bat when he held out his arms to clasp her to his breast, 
he woke to find himself in his lonely room, with the 
moonbeams shining on the image of the Virgin which 
stood on the little altar in his oratory. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

The morning broke, and the snn had arisen and had 
gone some way on its coarse before Beatrice awoke. 
When she did awake, it was to a sense of exquisite 
happiness. This day she was to be united to the ob- 
ject of her soul's clinging idolatry. This object alone 
possessed her heart. No memory of her mother, no 
thought of her sister, crossed her mind. The whole 
current of her feelings set in one direction, to the ex- 
clusion of every other object. Her last thoughts the 
preceding night had been of Francisco, and of their 
conversation in the garden ; her first waking thought 
was of him : a few hours, and he wodd be hers. The 
previous ceremony was as nothing to her. A few words 
to be spoken to remove the only barrier which kept her 
from her beloved. She did not pray that morning. 
Did she feel it a mockery to kneel to the God whom 
she was wilfully forsaking for an earthly object ? Her 
Bible Francisco had retained. In pursuance of the well- 
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devised plan of the Cardinal, her yonng companiODS 
had taken care to leave her as little as possible alone ; 
and from the earliest morning hour to the last moment 
before she closed her eyes, she had been liable to the 
visits of one or more, who all desired to share in the 
glory of her conversion. This morning, the bright 
face of Jnlia Medici appeared at the side of her bed 
almost as soon as she awoke to consciousness. 

"I wondered when you would wake, Beatrice.* I 
have looked at you many limes, but would not disturb 
you, you looked so happy in your sleep ; but you must 
rise quickly now, the day advances, and how many will 
be looking for our bride I" 

'' Oh, Beatrice," said the fair little Susetta Bemotti. 
** We are excused from all attendance this morning till 
the hour when we meet in the chapel — ^but see what the 
Duchess has sent." 

Two or three waiting-maids appeared, bearing a 
variety of presents from the Duchess, who, in pursuance 
of her promises to Beatrice, had provided all that was 
needful for the decoration of her person on this festive 
occasion. A robe of white satin, trimmed with deep 
lace, and looped up with pearls, formed a dress which 
fully justified the taste of the giver. A wreath of 
orange blossoms was prepared for her head. Pearls 
and diamonds, 6f great value, were interwoven amid 
the blossoms, and a deep veil of lace completed the 
costume. Refreshments were brouglit in by the attend- 
ants, and they insisted that Beatrice should eat before 
she left her bed, while they all remained to assist her 
toilet. While they were still employed in dressing her, 
another messenger arrived from the Duchess, desiring 
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that the partj should appear in the chapel one honr 
earlier than had been previoasly agreed, as the Cardinal 
had pressing and unexpected business at the later hour. 
All this was but part of the previously arranged plan 
to prevent Beatrice from spading any time in the soli- 
tade of her own chamber; The toilet was hastened 
amid the ceaseless cheerfulness and lively remarks of 
her attendants; and beautiful, indeed, Beatrice ap- 
peared when it was completed. The veil, floating 
around her slight figure, formed a graceful and suitable 
covering, but did not hide her face. 

The brilliant color with which excitement clothed 
her cheeks increased the :'eifect of the soft expression 
of her deep blue eyes, wjhich were frequently covered 
with the long eyelashes which almost swept the cheeks. 
The white blossoms, sparkling with the admixture of 
pearls and diamonds, contrasted well in color with the 
soft brown hair, which Was braided from the forehead, 
and then fell in long ringlets over her shoulders — a 
style of hair-dressing peculiar to herself, but which the 
Duchess would never allow her to alter. 

The toilet was scarcely completed when the door 
opened, and the Duchess herself appeared. She came 
hurriedly forward, and kissed Beatrice's cheeks. 

** Tou have done well," she said to the attendants ; 
*' she is a lovely bride. I have come to conduct you 
myself," she added, ** to the chapel. Every one av/aits 
us there. Tou have but to bow before the Cardinal, 
and repeat the words he will dictate to you. II; will 

soon be over — and then " 

Beatrice pressed the arm that so kindly supfiorted 
hers, and found herself, she scarcely knew how, passing 



174 THB SISTERS OV SOLEUBE. 

through the Dachess's private entrance into the beaa- 
tiful chapel of the palace. 

Her heart beat with almost audible rapidity, and the 
blood flowing with accelerated velocity lighted up her 
cheek with the most brilliant coloring. The change 
from the full sunlight, which filled the private sitting- 
rooms, to the subdued light of the chapel, whose richly 
painted windows scarcely admitted his rays, prevented 
Beatrice from at first distinguishing the numbers with 
which it was filled. Yet the solemn quiet and sudden 
gloopi gave a sort of chill to her excited feelings, and 
she stopped short as she entered. A whispered mur- 
mur of admiration arose among the spectators at the 
vision of youthful beauty which presented itself. The 
tall and commanding form of the Duchess contrasted 
well with the small, though exquisitely proportioned, 
figure of the bride. The Duchess was robed in purple 
satin, the close-fitting bodice showing every move- 
ment of her graceful and dignified figure. The bo- 
dice was open in front to the waist, and displayed 
beneath, a broidered chemisette of snowy whiteness, 
fastened round her small and perfectly formed throat 
with a string of diamonds, with a cross of the same costly 
stones attached to it in front. The hair, drawn back 
from the face, was covered with a small coiffure of velvet, 
surrounded by a coronet, of which every point was a 
pearl, with a large aigrette of pearls and diamonds as a 
ceutje. She bent encouragingly towards Beatrice, as 
she felt the small hand tremble as it rested on her arm; 
** Courage, my child, it will soon be over!" They 
passod quickly between the ranks of admiring courtiers, 
who fell back, right and left, from the crimson-velvet 
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carpet which covered the floor from the private entrance 
to the high altar, near the foot of which, in a chair of 
state, sat the Cardinal, in full canonicals, surrounded 
bj priests. The organ gave forth a low and solemn 
strain, and Beatrice stood before the Cardinal. The 
Duchess still remained close to her ; for Beatrice seemed 
scarcely able to support herself. She stood, with her 
slight figure nearly covered with her wedding veil, her 
head gently drooping, and, to the eyes of the devoted 
Romanists around her, seemed like a sweet and lovely 
lily about to be transplanted into the garden of the 
Yirgin Mother. Above the high altar hung one of ^ 
those beautiful paintings, in which Romanists delight 
to represent Mary, under the loveliest and most benig- 
nant of earthly forms; and her soft and gentle face 
seemed to smile a welcome on the child whom she longed 
to clasp to her maternal bosom. 

One upward look Beatrice gave, and she saw the \ 

fair face beaming upon her. What thought made her 
start and shudder, and seem to draw back from the very 
foot-stool of the Cardinal ? She saw a figure standing 
above her, and she heard a voice again utter the words — 
** Swear, my daughter, swear, by all you hold sacred 
..." Her mother's voice sounded in her ears. Was 
there not yet time ? One more look — but not on the 
Madonna. Intently gazing on her was another face, 
pale, and yet with a fixed and determined expression. 
She saw Francisco. All other thoughts were swept 
from her mind. To be his — ^to be his — ^these words 
must be spoken, and a vague feeling of time for future 
repentance dimly floated through her brain ; and she 
kneeled at the feet of the Cardinal, replied in words of 
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ftssent to his few qaestions, the meaning of which die 
scarcely understood, and rose from her knees a member 
of the Romish Church. The organ broke into a trinm« 
phant melody. The Cardinal^ ascended the steps of the 
altar, followed by two officiating priests. High mass 
was celebrated ; and Beatrice, still standing near the 
Dochess, knelt when she knelt, stood when she stood, 
and bowed when she bowed; yea, bowed low to the 
ground when the bread, which had been blessed by the 
Cardinal, and converted by his word into the real body 
of our Lord, was elevated for the adoration of the be- 
lieving crowd. Oh, mother, mother, could saints weep 
in bliss, many tears would that sad sight have drawn 
from thy loving eyes. Yes; thy child, thy darling 
Beatrice, was a worshipper of the consecrated wafer. 
But no eyes wept in that beautiful chapel. One feeling 
of joy pervaded the assembly — ^that the fair and gentle 
heretic had at last been gathered into the fold. And 
what meaning had the whole scene to Beatrice ? One 
thought filled her whole soul — Francisco — ^her real i^ol 
— ^the object which occupied her whole heart. She 
would soon hear his voice claim her as his bride. She 
would leave that chapel, not on the Duchess's arm, but 
clinging to the support which would be her stay and 
comfort through life — ^the arm of her husband. The 
service closed. The Duchess pressed her lips to the 
forehead of the neophyte, and hailed her as a sister. 
The noble assembly pressed around to tender their con- 
gratulations, and all was for a few moments noise and 
confusion. The Cardinal's voice was heard, and the 
throng fell back, and silence was again restored. Bea- 
trice's bridesmaids and the Duchess stood around her, 
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and she waited to see Francisco take his place at her 
side, and for the commencement of the* ceremony which 
was to nnite her to him. He was leaning against a 
pillar at a little distance, and yet he advanced not. 
His face was deadly pale, and his compressed lip spoke 
of an internal straggle. Fearful, indeed, was the con- 
flict in his naturally loving heart. Every natural feel- 
ing of love, of honor, of truth, and of justice, revolted at 
the part he was compelled to play in this exciting 
scene ; but the iron hand was on his spirit. He had 
sold himself to a Church which claims undisputed sway 
over the bodies, souls, and spirits of her votaries, and 
implicit obedience to the commands of spiritual supe- 
riors. The more revolting to the light which God has 
placed in each heart as a guide to the steps, the more 
meritorious the enforced obedience. The hour was 
come, and he was nerved for the terrible ordeal. 

The Cardinal's voice broke the stillness which had 
succeeded the buzz of voices. 

** Lady Beatrice, with joy have I received you into 
the bosom of the only true Church. No earthly motive, 
I would fain believe, has influenced your pure mind to 
take the step which can alone lead to peace and safety." 

Beatrice looked up astonished. Well he knew the 
earthly motive which himself had fostered, and which 
had alone influenced her. 

He looked towards Francisco. ** Advance, my son." 
As if his limbs could not fulfil their office, but as if they 
acted, as indeed they did, from an effort of mind 
forcing them forward, Francisco advanced a few steps. 
** Nearer," added the Cardinal. No I Nearer he could 
not come — nearer to that trusting being who, to his 
12 
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excited imagination, was now, since her admission into 
the Church of Rome, robed with superhnman beauty 
and sanctity — nearer he could not come. The Cardinal 
saw the struggle and desisted. 

** My son, your gentle instructions and wise counsels 
have aided in this good and holy work. We thank 
you for your share in it ; and our daughter will thank 
you, too, when she fully realizes the bliss which will be 
hers." 

Thank himl Did not every pulse of her frame 
thank him — not for his Church, but for his love ? 

" Your work here is done ; may you be as successful 
elsewhere, and have the unspeakable privilege of recall- 
ing many wanderers to the fold. But it is time our 
friends became more fully acquainted with your merit." 
He raised his voice, and every member of the assem- 
bled court heard distinctly each word that followed. 
" When our noble cathedral at Strasburg was assailed 
by a licentious and ignorant rabble, intent on robbing 
its treasures, scattering its holy relics, and overturning 
the altars of the Holy Mother, heard ye not of a young 
and noble monk who threw himself into the building, 
and, by the force of his mighty eloquence alone, charmed 
the mind of the raging multitude, and turned them from 
their blasphemous purpose f And, after having saved 
that noble cathedral from ruin, heard ye not of the 
same monk, who, armed with the power of truth alone, 
travelled among the mountains of Switzerland in search 
of those who had wandered from the right way, and, 
as with the tongue and power of an apostle, re-con- 
verted hundreds to the true faith ?" 
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Several voices replied — " We have all heard of the 
great and noble monk, Antony of Strasbnrg." 

"Yon have heard of him; now your eyes see him. 
This man, whom yon have known for a while as the 
Chevalier Don Francisco of Gompostello, is the monk 
Antony of Strasburg." 

An attendant, at a sign from the Cardinal, removed 
the borrowed flowing curls which, in accordance with 
the fashion received from the French court, adorned 
the heads of all the gallant cavaliers of that period, and 
displayed to view the shaven and tonsured head of a 
monk. 

The hum of universal admiration and delight, which 
was rising from every corner of the chapel at the an- 
nonncement of the presence of this distinguished cham- 
pion of the Church of Rome, was interrupted by a 
sound so shrill, so piercing, so agonizing, that it seemed ^ 
to awaken sympathy in every heart. It arose from the 
inmost soul of the unfortunate Beatrice. Her whole 
attention absorbed by her lover, astonished at his con- 
strained and altered appearance, she had scarcely at* 
tended to the words of the Cardinal, till she heard the 
word '*monk," and saw the covering removed from the 
head of her affianced husband, and there beheld the 
tonsure mark. The truth flashed on her mind, and 
with this fearful cry she sank senseless on the pave- 
ment, the blood gushing from her mouth and nostrils 
as she fell. 

The Duchess was the first who raised her head. Oh, 
did no feeling of compunction visit her mind as she saw 
the life-blood of the victim staining the white robe of 
her wedding mockery ? 
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All was confasion. They raised her from the pave- 
ment, and carried her again through the Daehess's 
private apartments to her own room, and laid her on 
her bed. The coart physicians were soon in attend- 
ance. 



CHAPTER XX. 

Fbancisco, where was he ? When Beatrice fell, his 
first impalse'was to rush forward to her assistance, but 
a stern voice within spoke, *' You touch her, murderer 1 
You have no right to go near the loveliness you have 
blasted — the trusting heart you have broken I" O that 
inner voice 1 Would he had listened to it sooner I 
Now it was too late. Louder and louder it spoke, and 
despair was in every utterance. When he had seen 
Beatrice's lifeless form carried away, he rushed from 
the chapel. As soon as the crowd dispersed, the Car- 
dinal sought for the young man, hoping that the adula- 
tion of the courtiers would occupy his mind, and keep 
him from thoughts of Beatrice, but he sought him in 
vain. As soon as he could disengage himself from the 
questions of the throng, he returned to his palace, and 
inquired if Don Francisco had returned. On being 
told that he had not been seen since he had quitted the 
palace in the morning, he dispatched several trusty 
attendants in various directions, desiring them to seek 
Francisco, and hasten his return to the palace. He 
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impatiently awaited his ^rival. No tidings, however, 
did the messengers bring, and for many hours was the 
Cardinal doomed to uncertainty and anxiety. 

An indefinable feeling had drawn him to the youth- 
fal monk. Accustomed to obedience, and fully under- 
standing how to govern the minds of all around him, 
the genuine admiration, the devoted respect, the almost 
a£fection which Francisco's whole manner showed, had 
all attached him to the young monk, and he was far 
more perturbed by his unexpected disappearance than 
he cared to show to those around him. 

He sat alone in his library, and though, when any 
of his attendants entered the room, they found him 
apparently engaged with his usual extensive corre- 
spondence, the moment the door was closed, he left 
his seat, and walked up and down the room, eagerly 
listening for every footstep, and hoping that the next 
would be that of the only being he might almost have 
been said to love. 

But where was Francisco ? On leaving the chapel 
by a private door, his only desire was solitude. He 
dreaded to meet a familiar face. A crowd had assem- 
bled round the chapel, and filled the street leading to 
the Cardinal's residence, or he might have sought the 
privacy of his own chamber, but at the first glimpse 
of the thronging multitude he turned away. Fast and 
faster down the least frequented streets he hurried, till 
he entered a path which led to some vineyards behind 
the city. Along this narrow and rugged path he 
rushed. It wound between the vineyards till it reached 
an extensive open tract of meadow land, dotted over 
with groups of trees. Across this meadow he coa* 
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tinned his course, the hot saif beating on his head. At 
length he entered a grove, in whose thick recesses he 
hoped to be shrouded from every human eye. Human 
habitations he had left far behind. At length he felt 
alone. He threw himself on the turf beneath a large 
chestnut-tree. Its huge leaves afforded thorough 
shelter from the mid-day sun. Stunned in mind, and 
utterly exhausted in body, he had scarcely flung him- 
self upon the ground before he fell into a heavy sleep. 
Oh, the dreadful awakening I the body revived and 
strengthened to bear the full anguish of the never 
sleeping soul 1 After an hour or two's blessed uncon- 
sciousness, he partly awoke. The sun's rays scarcely 
made their way among the thick foliage, yet here and 
there a bright gleam shone on the emerald turf, and 
the insects danced up and down and buzzed their happy 
song in the sunbeam. The voices of the birds were 
silent — a heavy oppression seemed to rest on the air. 
Francisco could scarcely breathe, and yet he dared not 
move to wake the stillness which he felt soothing, and 
to rouse himself to the full sense of the dreadful some- 
thing which pressed like a heavy load upon his brain. 

Suddenly he heard two women's voices near him. 
They were cottagers passing through the wood on 
their way to a village not far distant. Not aware of 
his presence, they were engaged in earnest conversa- 
tion. A sweet young voice, half choked with tears, 
was saying — 

"Oh, mother, I shall never forget her I that beautiful 
lady in her white wedding-dress ! But can it be true ? 
Did she really think he was going to marry her ? Oh, 
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mother I and then to find he was a monk I How conld 
he do it ?" 

An older voice replied — 

** He was a brave young man, and did good service 
to the Church before." 

"Yes, yes, mother, but did he make her believe 
that he would marry her ? Why did not he tell her 
be was a monk ?" 

" They say he wanted to win her to the true Church, 
and told her that he never would marry a heretic." 

''Then she joined the Church to marry him, and 
now she finds she cannot, it's enough to kill her. Oh, 
mother I mother I he has murdered her sure enough. 
Did you see that blood staining her white veil ? the 
poor, poor thing I" 

'' Hush, my child, it was to save her soul." 

The voices passed away. Murder 1 Ah I was it not 

murder ? He was a murderer. He was her murderer. 

« 

He clenched his hands, he tore his hair, he groaned in 
utter agony of spirit. Why could he not fly to her ? 
Oh, that look as she fell I It spoke such love, and yet 
such utter anguish. ''You have deceived me, you 
whom I loved and trusted." And he had deceived 
her — wilfully deceived her. The end was gained. 
She had joined the only true Church ; but was he 
satisfied with the means? He opened his eyes, he 
gazed upwards into the living canopy which hung shel- 
teringly over him. A word from the Scriptures of 
Ood darted like a lightning-flash into his mind. "I 
am ... . the truth." It was like a lightning-flash, 
not to illumine but to blast. He drew forth in ha,s^ 
from his vest the Bible which Beatrice had lent ji|}||i| 
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and which he had oever intended to retnrn. He 
harriedlj turned the leaves. Another arrow smote 
him. *' Ye are of your father the devil, and the lusts 
of your father ye will do. He was a murderer from 
the beginning, and abode not in the truth, because 
there is no truth in him. When he speaketh a lie, he 
speaketh of his own, for he is a liar and the father of 
it." '' Murders and lies are the work of Satan. Am 
I not a worthy child of my father ?" And he laughed 
aloud in horrible mockery of his maddening anguish. 
" Who urged me on ?" He shook with impotent rage 
when he thought of the Cardinal. ** Yes, there he 
stood with his calm cold face to-day, and uttered the 
words which spoke death to Beatrice. He stood with 
a lie on his forehead, and I but a puppet in his hand. 
It was his work." And now to get away from him, 
as far as earth could hide him I Then came the 
thought of Beatrice dying — ^Beatrice calling on him in 
her death-agony. Yet what was he now in her eyes ? 
Was he not her scorn, her detestation ? Then arose 
before him the calm stern face of his nurse. Her in- 
tense horror of deceit — her sharp punishment of every 
departure from truth — ^the word which she had so often 
uttered as a warning — ** Be sure your sin will find you 
out." And it had found him. There he lay in full 
horror of his own baseness, and without a ray of light 
to guide him to the only pardon-place for sin. Pen- 
ances, masses, they could not keep down the tide of 
earthly passion which swelled every vein, nor root out 
the passionate desire he felt to clasp Beatrice again — 
to call her his. He loathed the oaths which kept him 
from her — he loathed the Church whose iron fetters 
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bound him — ^he loathed the Cardinal with the most 
intense abhorrence. The veil had fallen from his eyes. 
He saw the blackness of his own gailt, and he felt that 
the Cardinal's was ten times greater. Yet was he 
bound to him by oaths of obedience — Abound to obey 
the man he abhorred — ^tied back for ever from the 
thing he loved^ with all the intensity of his ardent 
natare. 

His belief in all things was gone, save his belief in 
his own yileness and the Cardinal's tenfold sinfulness. 
The present all misery — the future a dead blank. A 
liar and a murderer — the curse of Cain was on him ; 
and no glimmer of light shone to show him a way out 
of the drear abyss into which he had plunged. 

Meanwhile the day passed on ; and as evening ap- 
proached, a heavy cloud came up from the sea, which 
presently covered the heavens with blackness, and a 
violent storm arose. The thunder rolled, and the vivid 
lightning-flashes darted from the clouds in every direc- 
tion. '* God's voice against me," murmured the wretched 
man. ** Oh that He would strike me dead !" As the 
storm increased in intensity, darker and darker fell the 
cloud upon his spirit. Overwrought with his bodily 
exertion, his mental anguish, and the want of food, a 
temporary madness possessed him. He rose franticly 
from the turf on which he had lain for hours, rushed 
from under the shelter of the trees, which were waving 
wildly over his head, and whose branches were crashing 
and rending amid the fury of the storm. He crossed 
the tract of meadow land in spite of the driving wind, 
which almost bore him from his feet. He felt a fierce 
pleasure in combating the wild elements, and eagerly 
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straggled on. He entered the narrow path he had 
ascended in the morning, and harried towards the city. 
The wind howled around him, and the rain descended 
in torrents. The night grew darker and darker, till 
nothing was discernible, except the lights which glim- 
mered about in the city. He entered the almost de- 
serted streets, and harried along till he reached the 
bridge. A few lamps shone above the arches, and 
showed the deep dark river beneath, rushing impetu- 
ously onwards towards the sea. He stood still. There 
was a lull in the storm. The wind suddenly fell. 
Through a break in the dense cloud, for a moment, the 
bright moon glimmered. It shone upon the dark arches 
of the bridge, and cast a line of light across the river 
in its rapid, yet silent, channel below. The sudden 
stillness soothed not his desperation. He leaned over 
the bridge and gazed into the depths beneath. ''There 
is everlasting stillness there," he muttered, in a low 
voice. *^ No murderer hath eternal life ;" and he placed 
his hand upon the parapet. 

'^ Stop, stop," cried a female voice ; and a woman 
rushed forward and caught his mantle. 

He turned fiercely and tore it from her hand. 

The moon shone upon his face. 

** Francisco, thou I For heaven's sake stop 1" 

It was too late. With one bound he had cleared the 
parapet, and there was a deep plunge. The waters 
parted for a moment, closed over his head, and harried 
on as noiselessly as before. The cloud again covered 
the moon, and nothing enlightened the darkness but the 
few glimmering lamps, which shone at rare intervals 
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upon the bridge, bnt a woman hnng oyer the parapet 
in an agony of grief — 

" Francisco — Oh my son 1 my son I" 



CHAPTER XXI. 

The family of the Cardinal were retiring to rest when 
a knocking was heard at the onter gate. 

On the porter opening the side-window to inqnire 
the business of a yisitor at snch an hour, a woman's 
voice was heard — 

" I must see the Cardinal." 

'' Impossible, at this honr. His Qrace cannot be 
disturbed. Your business, good woman?" 

" I must see the Cardinal." 

The Cardinal, who was far too uneasy to think of 
retiring to rest, and whose quick ear caught the smallest 
sound, opened his door and inquired «f the attendant 
lackeys the occasion of the disturbance. 

One of them hurried to the porter, and was told that 
a woman desired to speak to his Highness. 

'' Admit her," was the command, and the Cardinal 
returned to his library. 

Shortly the door was opened, and the lackey ushered 
into the apartment a tall gaunt-looking woman, closely 
veiled, her garments drenched with the storm. As 
soon as the lackey had admitted the visitor, he silently 
closed the door and withdrew. 
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The woman advanced with steady steps close np to 
the table behind which the Cardinal was seated, and 
then stood still. 

** My daughter, what cause brings yon here at this 
unwonted hour ?" 

No reply. But the Cardinal could distinguish a 
pair of dark eyes flashing on him through the veil. 
He drew himself up haughtily. 

'' We are not accustomed to speak unanswered." 

Still no reply. 

" Woman, unless you tell me your errand I must 
order my attendants to remove you." 

'* There is no need to use violence, Alfric. You 
cannot desire me to depart quicker than I desire to 
remove myself from your presence," and she raised her 
veil as she spoke. 

The Cardinal started up, and then hid his face with 
his hands. 

" Sister, what brings you here ?" 

" Be sure your sin will find you out," said she, sternly. 
She proceeded in an altered voice : *' Alfric, we were 
once children together. We wept together over our 
young sister's grave. You were a loving brother then 
— ^you would not take the life of the meanest insect — 
you would step aside from the crawling worm ; but 
now you are grown a cold and cruel man. You crush 
the fondest affections of the most loving hearts — you 
revel in the wretchedness your short-sighted and misera- 
ble policy entails. I heard to-day that cry of anguish, 
and it haunts me still ; and the boy Francisco" 

** What of him ?" said the Cardinal, uncovering his 
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face, and fixing on his unwelcome visitor an eye of most 
eager inquiry. 

" Only another heart broken." 

" Where is he ?" 

*' What matters it to yon where he is ? I had trained 
him to virtue. I loved him — oh, how I loved that boy I 
the only thing you had left me to love." 

** You I" said the Cardinal. 

** Yes ; he was brought to me a helpless infant, to 
fill my desolate heart. He grew under my care — he 
rose towards man's estate — ^he showed piety, zeal, love, 
talent — all, all I consecrated to the Church — the Church 
I love — the Church I cling to — though there is dark- 
ness and sin in her, and though unutterable abomina- 
tions are committed in her name. You found him out ; 
for no one who can serve your purposes is ever hid 
from your eyes. You knew not that I had trained 
him to be an honor to the Church. I taught him to 
love and fear God — I taught him to hate a lie — I 
taught him that however secretly he might sin, Ood 
would visit it some day. You found him — you in- 
fluenced him, as you have ever influenced all around 
you. You taught him to lie, to steal, to murder, to 
gain your own ends. You persuaded him that nothing 
is sin that tends to advance the interests of the Church. 
Ob, vain, short-sighted policy I It is such as you that 
ruin the Church — that hold it up to the reprobation 
of every honest and true heart in Christendom." 

The Cardinal had gradually recovered the first shock 
of the appearance of one whose reproofs he feared, 
and whom he hated with the bitter hatred which the 
wicked ever feel towards all whom they have injured ; 
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and resaming his cold and hanghty manner, listened 
with apparent nneoncern, bot with ill-concealed impa- 
tience, to her scornful febnkes. 

" The old story again, Sybilla. I take my own way, 
and know my own duty to the Church of which I am 
an unworthy member." 

" Unworthy, indeed," and her eye flashed with fear- 
less scorn. " I ask you^ where is toy boy ? He came 
to you honorable, upright ; with the honor of worthy 
deeds done for the Church full upon him-^^-witb souls 
won, as souls ought to be won from the gulf of perdi- 
tion — ^by the power of his preaching, by the admira- 
tion of his holy life ; and you have blackened his pure 
fame, and made him partner in one of the most atro- 
cious plots which ever caused our Church's enemies to 
cry shame upon her. You have ruined his fame — 
killed his body — and sent his soul to hell." 

" Killed ? Pray leave these heroics, Sybilla, .and 
speak plainly. You have repeatedly told me I have 
killed you ; yet here you are, as full of life and energy 
as ever yoti were." 

'^ Worse than death have you inflicted on me times 
without number. But I dare not do what you have 
driven my poor boy to do. I dare not rush uncalled 
into my Maker's presence." 

The Cardinal started up and seized her arm, and 
shook it violently. '^Tell me this instant, woman, 
plainly what you mean ?" 

She looked at him steadfastly, perfectly unmoved by 
his violence. He let fall her arm, and turned away, 
unable to meet that steady gaze. Deliberately and dis- 
tinctly she uttered the words — 
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" I saw him on the bridge. I saw him throw him- 
self into the river beneath. His upturned face glared 
at me for a moment, and then the waters closed over 
him, and he was gone.'' 

The Cardinal sank down in his chair, and sat as one 
stunned. His sister stood gazing on him — a look of 
pity passed over her face — she remained perfectly 
silent. The stony look passed from his face. He 
uttered one deep sigh. She threw herself on her knees 
before him — 

" Oh, Alfric, Alfric, tell me — oh tell me you repent I 
— only tell me you grieve over the ruin you have 
caused — only one word of sorrow — one word of peni- 
tence 1" 

" I ! — I repent I" said the Cardinal, drawing himself 
up, and gazing at his sister with that dark and malig- 
nant expression which it is happily in the power of the 
Evil One to impress but rarely on the human counte- 
nance. " I have never repented but once. I repent 
that T loved. I repent that I ever wasted one thought 
on that being who loved me not ; though, like a fool, 
I would have died for her. I repent the weeks I 
wasted in that fruitless toil. She refused and scorned 
me ; and from that hour no feeling of love for mortal 
has ever softened this heart. I can hate — ^hate firmly, 
determinedly, unchangingly. The sight of the love 
and the joy of others only adds to my hatred ; for why 
should they enjoy what never can be mine ? No. Since 
that day when she cast me from her, my whole mind 
and soul have had but one bent, one determination— 
to make myself great, dreaded, powerful — ^to advance 
the Church's interest — to bind others to do my will: — 
to force them to fulfil my purposes, and to sacrifice 
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everything that stood between me and the object I 
desired to attain. They told me that I should never 
win that girl Beatrice to the faith. Was I to be baf- 
fled by her mother's child ? Once that mother spurned 
me. Would she not have kneeled to me to implore me 
not to make her child a Catholic ?" and he laughed 
loudly, and in scorn. Sybilla had risen from her knees, 
and resumed her haughty demeanor. '^ It was a mercy 
she did not deserve, to save her child from hell. I took 
the only means I saw effectual to compass my end. 
They succeeded. She is won — she has joined the 
Church. I care not if she dies to-morrow. I have 
conquered." 

" Hard, hard heart. Poor Marie's child is nothing 
to you. But Emmeline's son, Emmeline the loving, 
the deceived,' the forsaken — " 

He started — " The child died shortly after its birth — 
before the mother took the veil." 

" That child did not die. The woman whom the 
father had paid to take its little harmless life was less 
cruel than he was. The little one smiled in her face, 
and clasped her finger with its tiny hand, and she could 
not kill it." 

" Liar and deceiver I" said the Cardinal, starting up, 
" I paid her for its burial. She swore to me it had 
died on her knees — I will search her out. I will" 

'*She is beyond your vengeance. She died last 
year, and it was no sorrow to her, in the prospect of 
meeting her Judge, that she had not done your bid- 
ding." 

** But what became of the boy ?" 
. " She brought him to me. With me, she believed 
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be would be best bidden from joa. I was crusbed and 
broken-bearted — sbe brongbt me sometbing to love. 
He was my life till you robbed me of bim — my glory 
and my pride, till yon made bim a liar and a marderer. 
Tbe man wbose lifeless corpse is at tbis present moment 
floating towards tbe sea, witboat Cbristian burial, was 
Emmeline's son — and you know tbe fatber." 

As sbe said tbese words sbe turned from tbe table, 
crossed tbe room, opened tbe door, and, witbout anotber 
look at tbe Cardinal, disappeared from tbe apartment — 
passed tbe sleeping porter, and entered tbe dark street. 
Apparently insensible to fatigue, sbe passed quickly 
tbrougb tbe deserted city, and, before morning broke, 
bad proceeded some miles on ber lonely way to ber 
native land. 

Tbe Cardinal remained for bours sitting wbere sbe 
bad left bim. His attendant lackeys bad seen tbe 
departure of tbe mysterious visitor, but troubled not 
tbemselves to follow ber to tbe door. Weary of ex- 
pecting a summons to tbeir master, tbey bad at last 
sunk to sleep on tbe floor of tbe ante-cbamber. Tbe 
ligbt of tbe lamp, wbicb stood on tbe table, grew dim- 
mer and dimmer, yet tbe Cardinal moved not. At lengtb 
morning dawned — ^tbe slumbering servants awoke, and 
wben one of tbem ventured, unsummoned, into tbe 
room, be found bis master sitting, witb bis eyes fixed, 
and bis limbs stiffened. Tbe alarm was raised, and 
tbe best doctors tbe city afiforded, summoned. He was 
laid on bis bed, and remedies applied. At lengtb, after 
profuse bleeding, bis senses returned ; but on tbe bed 
of weariness we will leave .bim, boping tbat be may 
13 
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learn some of the lessons which illness is calcalated to 
teach — leave him ''to commane with his own heart, 
and be stiU.^^ 



CHAPTER XXII. 

' Hour after hour had Beatrice remained in a state of 
insensibility. With weeping eyes the attendants had 
stood and watched around her, the Dnchess occasion- 
ally coming to gaze, with an anxions look, on the 
death-like countenance of the poor sufferer. Her pre- 
sence had checked any remarks among her attendants, 
but when she had retired for the night to her own 
room, and the nurses had commenced their night-watch- 
ing in the apartment of Beatrice, who still gave no 
token of consciousness, the long smothered indignation 
of Susetta Bernotti burst forth in such a torrent as to 
terrify her young companions, who, however they might 
agree with her in secret, were fearful of uttering words 
which appeared almost like blasphemy in the strict 
court in which they resided. 

After their night-attendance on their mistress, they 
had been dismissed as usual, and had instantly returned 
to gaze at Beatrice, but not being allowed by the nurses 
to remain with her, they had returned to their ordinary 
sitting-room for a few moments' unconstrained conver- 
sation previous to seeking their pillows. 

Susetta, with her eyes flashing, began — 
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''This time last night she came into the ball-room, 
leaning on her lover's arm, and I saw the smile of the 
Dachess as she entered. How happy did Beatrice 
appear — how bright-^how beautifal I And now, to- 
night, what is shef and who has done it I Yes, who 
has done it, I say I J care not who hears me," said 
the excited girl, as one of the other girls hastily closed 
tho door. ** Is not that man a dishonorable scoundrel, 
a wicked hard-hearted wretch, who could deceive and 
break the heart of such a girl as Beatrice ?" 
" Hush, hush, Snsetta, it is a holy monk." 
" Tell me not such nonsense," she continued, with 
kindling indignation — ** Holy ? He pretended to be 
her lover, and won her heart when he was sworn to the 
cloister. He promised to marry her if she would join 
his Church ; and do any one of you sitting here sup- 
pose she would ever have left her own religion except 
to marry him ? The Cardinal tried, the Duchess tried, 
we all tried ; but as long as she kept that blessed book 
of hers, nothing that we said stirred her more than my 
breath would stir that strong wall. He took her 
blessed book — we all strove to keep her from thought 
or from prayer, because when she thought, and prayed, 
and read, she was too strong for us — but even this 
would not have done, had he not crept into her heart 
like a viper, and had she not learned to love him. What 
will not a woman do for the man she loves ? And when 
she has lost her book, her faith, her peace of mind, and 
joined his Church in order to become his wife, he has 
the barefacedness — ^the baseness, lo show that he is a 
monk I All I can say is, a religion that gains a con- 
vert by such means as these is not a feligion worth 
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having. I'll have nothing more to say to it. I'll go 
and seek the heretics Beatrice and Marie loved — I can 
find them near my father's home. Holy monk I I hate, 
I despise him, I spit upon him. I'd rather be a heretic 
a thousand times over than confess to one who acts as 
he acted — and I'll be one too, I will." 

** Sasetta," said a stem voice, at which they all 
started. The Duchess, supposing all her suite had 
retired to rest, and unable herself to sleep, from anxiety 
about Beatrice, had left her room to look once more on 
the invalid, and heard all the passionate speech of the 
angry girl. 

" Susetta I Silence, unhappy girl !" 

Susetta, her face still glowing, and every pulse beat* 
ing with passionate indignation, dared not disobey the 
well-known commanding voice ; but her flashing eye 
quailed not beneath the stern and sorrowful look of her 
mistress. 

** Susetta, learn that it becomes not yon, a faithful 
child of Rome, to seek to understand the conduct of 
those holy men, who are as far above you in Ood's 
favor and in human understanding, as you are above 
the infant who has just been received by baptism into 
the Holy Church. All that the holy monk Antony 
has said and done was approved and sanctioned by the 
Cardinal ; and God has blessed his efforts by bringing 
the erring and lost one into the only safe fold. What 
matters it if her life here is shortened if she is received 
into Paradise above, when she departs ? Remember, 
no heretics can enter there — ^the holy Virgin will not 
pray for those who blaspheme her ; and who but she 
can turn away the Judge's anger ? If Beatrice dies, 
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we will pay for masses to remove her*' their company, 
pnrging fires of purgatory ; and do yjeditation. Too 
will thank us when she wins an eternal \ utterly, hope- 
give your sinful words, my child — ^bnt go 1^^ ^ Fran- 
and repeat your prayers to the Virgin to foff powered 
too. Let me hear no more of heresy now Bea. 
reclaimed; and remember," she added, sternly, P"^®°®^ 
for such words again heard as those that fell froi*®^ ^^ 
just Tiow, there are prisons and punishment not\ ^^^^ 
far from hence.— Go. " ' Wol 

The trembling ladies all separated with the deepeiF^ 
obeisance to their mistress, who returned with added 
gloom to her room. Outward obedience could Susetta 
give, but the hold of Kome was shaken. A gleam of 
light from the blessed book had been admitted. Bea* 
trice's body had been gained to the Church, but 
Susetta's spirit was emancipated from Rome, and 
before many years had passed, Susetta had quitted the 
Church of her father's, and, guided by a blessed ^oor of 
her own, was a living member of the ChurcU'of Christ. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

Beatrice woke first to consciousness early in the 
morning succeeding her attack. When she opened her 
eyes she gazed at first wildly about her. The kind 
nurse who was watching her spoke soothingly to her, 
gave her nourishment, but refused to allow her to speak, 
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having. I'll hav/^®P^7 ^ ^^^7 questions. Slowly the 
and seek the he; ^^^^^ ^^^ ^^ chapel dawned npon her, 
find them neac ^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^® cause to shejd, poured from 
I despise W^^^ ^^^^ frame could not long bear the 
a thouso/^^® anguish which that remembrance caused, 
he acte^ ^^^^ relapsed into unconsciousness. For 
a g^l days the same scenes were repeated. Alternate 
start^^^ of consciousness and unconsciousness rapidly 
fg^l^eeded each other, till the attendants feared her 
j^^^e must sink exhausted. Her youth and excellent 
onstitution triumphed at last ; and she returned to the 
full and unchanging knowledge of her situation. She 
shrunk from all her attendants, and replied but by 
monosyllables to all who addressed her, though her 
looks often thanked them for their unwearied attention. 
Whenever the Duchess entered the room, her counte- 
nance showed but too plainly her feeling of utter shrink- 
ing and almost abhorrence. She exerted herself to 
replytil ^er inquiries, but perceptibly shuddered if she 
touched ^r cheek or hand. 

'* How do^ voufeel to-day, Beatrice ?" 
"Better, I thank^yQur Grace." 
'* My poor child, you have suffered much." 
No reply. 

" How does she sleep, nurse ?" 
'' But badly, madam. She starts and groans if she 
sleeps, and lies awake more than half the night." 
''Keep her as quiet as possible." 
"Yes, madam." 

This was the sort of conversation that passed day 
after day in the sick-chamber. The young ladies, 
Beatrice's companions, were strictly forbidden to enter 
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her room, and she showed no desire for their company. 
Hour after hour she lay in moody meditation. Too 
weak for horror or despair, she simply felt utterly, hope- 
lessly wretched. When her thoughts reverted to Fran- 
cisco, her feelings of indignation entirely OYwpowered 
her former intense doting fondness. 

His heartless deceit, his cruel lie, so entirely blackened 
his character in her mind, that she wholly ceased to 
respect him ; and in a mind constituted like hers, love 
passed away the moment respect ceased. Her idol 
stood before her robbed of all the perfections with 
which she had clothed him. A liar I how her soul 
shuddered at the thoughts of the love she had expended 
on him. And yet, when the remembrance of his beam- 
ing countenance, his tender words, his affectionate looks 
came over her, she groaned in bitterness of spirit, and 
felt softened towards him in spite of herself. The love 
thus thrown back upon her seemed to turn to gall. 
She, the lovely, the loving, and the loved, felt a loath- 
ing and hatred of all around her. One after another, 
as they rose before her mind— Julia, Susetta — all, all, 
alike were deceivers. She supposed they had all been in 
the secret. Then the Cardinal and the Duchess I words 
could not express her hatred of them. Tempest*tossed, 
and with her religious feelings and principles deadened, 
she thought not upon her own sin in departing from 
her faith, but in proud and angry irritation on the 
atrocious treatment she had received. She excused 
her own unfaithfulness by dwelling on what she con- 
sidered the far more blamable conduct of others. Often 
and often she longped for her sister Marie. '* Oh Marie, 
my faithful friend 1 my truthful guide I" she would say 
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to herself; and then she shrunk from the thought of 
that calm face looking on her, a professed Romanist. 
" No, no, I could not bear her eye. She would shrink 
from me. She would spurn me." 

** Ah I little she knew of that loving heart, so humbly 
sensible of its own sinfulness, that it had not room 
for any feeling for the follies or the sins of others but 
pity. Her Bible, where was it ? Ife had it. Besides, 
when she thought of it, did not every text which 
rose to her mind condemn her 1 Her Saviour once so 
dear? "I have denied Him. He will not hear." 
Thus without earthly hope or spiritual comfort, she re- 
mained a prey to hopeless, helpless misery. 

After more than a fortnight's illness the Cardinal 
again appeared at Court. The Duchess had anxiously 
desired his presence, and when he came to her, she 
was greatly touched at his altered appearance. Ten 
years seemed added to his life. His upright figure 
was bowed, and his hand slightly trembled as if pal- 
sied. 

"My Lord, I grieve to see you thus," was the lan- 
guage of her heart as well as her lips. 

*' I thank your Grace," replied he, somewhat haugh- 
tily — ** it is nought ; it is nought. Change of air and 
scene will restore me. I think of going for a few 
weeks to Rome, and possibly I may extend my joamey 
into Spain ; some weighty affairs of the Church require 
my presence there." 

** Always the Church, Father. What can I do with- 
out your advice and counsel ?" 

"A true daughter of the Church acquiesces in all 
her spiritual adviser's decisions without murmuring. I 
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will leave Father Angnstino here (a priest the Dncbess 
particularly disliked), and he will commanicate with 
me." 

" As you please, my Lord," replied the Duchess, 
haughtily, in her turn. ** I do not choose to confess 
to Father Augustino." 

There is no need to pursue this subject, or to shpw 
by what arguments, or rather by what overbearing con- 
duct, the Cardinal now, as on former occasions, over- 
ruled the Duchess's objections, subdued her determined 
will, and left her humbled in the hands of the very man 
whom, of all others, she detested. Father Augustino 
was a man of vulgar mind, boisterous and rude in man- 
ner, and grated on every feminine and refined feeling 
of the Duchess. But he was a clever man, and served 
the Cardinal's purposes; and, as usual, the Duchess 
submitted, and the Cardinal triumphed. 

** And now, my Lord, as to Beatrice ; what is to 
be done with her ?" 

The Cardinal started and shuddered. Francisco 
rose before his mind. He wiped the cold drops from 
his brow. 

"Your noble cavalier — what have you done with 
him ? He has passed from our sight as suddenly as 
he came before as. Where shall we hear of him next ?'* 

The body of the wretched monk had been found, 
washed up among some sedge, after being borne along 
for many miles by the waters of the cold river into 
which he had plunged. As two or three days had 
passed, it was not recognizable, and had been buried 
by the Cardinal's order as quietly as possible. He had 
sent confidential spies many miles aJong the course of 
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the river, to examine any bodies which might be found 
drowned in its waters, and he had identified the remains 
by a token which had been brought to him — ^Beatrice's 
Bible, wrapped in the vest of the corpse. Injared and 
useless though it was, the Cardinal retained it, as the 
only relic remaining of his unfortunate son. The re- 
mains had Christian burial, and masses were said for 
the repose of his soul. But the Cardinal had no idea 
of confessing the truth to the Duchess. He sat for 
some time, apparently absorbed in thought ; at length, 
rousing himself, he said — 

** I beg your pardon. You asked for the monk 
Antony. His mission here was accomplished. He 
has passed to his work for the Church elsewher&. The 
Church gives no account of her members. We may 
hear of his deeds again ; or he may end his days in the 
quiet cloister, unnoticed by any eyes save those of his 
brother monks. But Beatrice ? How took she the dis- 
covery ? I remember she fainted. A few tears, I sup- 
pose. Has she recovered her spirits ?" 

'* She is a broken and altered being. She has never 
risen from her conch since. She speaks to no one, 
and seems to care for no one. When I approach her 
she evidently shrinks from me, and only answers my 
inquiries when she cannot help speaking." 

" Where is she ? I would see her." 

''Tou might soften her mind, and lead her to the 
Blessed Virgin for comfort. I will not allow her com- 
panions to be with her till I can ascertain the state of 
her mind." 

"A truly wise precaution." 

When Beatrice saw the Cardinal enter her room with 
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the Dachess, the color moanted to her cheeks, and her 
eyes glowed with indignation. The flnsh soon passed 
away, and he gazed on her pale and altered face. He 
had seen her last in her bridal beanty, not three weeks 
previonsly. There she lay, her hair all cnt off to cool 
her fevered head ; her eyes wild, and her face haggard 
and pale — a wreck. Bat no emotion of pity moved the 
heart of the man who gazed upon her. He had tri- 
umphed. She was a Romanist. Bat that slight and 
fragile form encased a spirit as daantless as his own. 
She feared him not as a priest. She saw him in his 
trae colors, as a bold, bad man, who had taken the 
most dishonest means to allare her into his Church. 
She knew his power ; but death was not more terrible 
to her than life ; and bodily tortnre could not equal the 
pain of the mental rack on which he had stretched her. 

The Duchess desired the narse to withdraw. After 
placing seats near the invalid's couch, she retired, and 
Beatrice was alone with her visitors. 

In a bland and gentle voice, the Cardinal began — 
" I heard of your illness, my daughter, and, as a priest 
of the Holy Church, to which you have now the happi- 
ness of belonging, I am come to offer you any spiritual 
consolation you may require." 

Beatrice gazed on him without speaking. Every 
feature expressed the scorn she felt. His eye for a mo- 
ment sunk beneath her gaze. 

''Beatrice,'' said the Duchess, ''his Eminence has 
condescended to honor you with a visit. He is not 
accustomed to speak unanswered." 

Beatrice looked at her with the same expression. 

What does yoar Grace command me to say 1" 
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** Thank the Cardinal for his kindness." 

Beatrice replied with a bitter smile, ** I thank the 
Cardinal for the Ghristian candor and the perfect truth 
with which he has treated me since I had the honor of 
his acqnaintance." 

" Beatrice I" said the Dachess. 

The long pent-np indignation of Beatrice burst forth. 
" My Lord, you come to gaze upon your victim. I 
must bear your presence, but no words can express my 
sense of your conduct. You have deceived and be- 
trayed me. I am fully aware of your power. You may 
seize and torture my body — yon may dash me to pieces 
among the rocks, as some of your Church murdered my 
grandfather. My body is in your hands — but my mind 
is unfettered. From my inmost soul I loathe and abhor 
the Church into which you have dragged me. I look 
upon you as a personification of that Church. She 
wins converts by lies, and keeps them by violence. You 
have ruined my sou). I have not one ray of hope for 
time or for eternity, and the sooner you send me to hell 
the better." 

"Beatrice!" said the Duchess, perfectly electrified. 
'' Child I child I what evil spirit possesses you ? Father, 
heed not her words — her mind is wandering." 

** It wandered," said Beatrice, "when I joined his 
Church, and from that wandering there is no return." 

The Duchess looked aghast, and seemed to tremble 
at the thought of what the Cardinal would say to this 
unexampled boldness. 

But memory was busy with the Cardinal. He saw 
again the body of an aged pastor bounding from cliff to 
cliff, in its awful descent, hurled from the jutting rock| 
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at his command. He heard an agonized voice, '' Mj 
father I my father 1'' 

Paleness again spread over his face, and he felt the 
same attack recurring which had lately prostrated him ; 
bat, rallying, he rose to go, and said, in a voice which 
straggled to be calm — 

'' I am accastomed to be misunderstood and calam* 
niated. Like my Lord and Master, I answer not a 
word. I forgive this anhappy girl, and will leave her ; 
leave her, I trnst, to qaiet and repentance." 

" Beatrice, yoa hear the holy Father ; entreat his 
pardon ere it be too late." 

'' He has more need of my pardon than I have of 
his — I have never lied to him," returned the undaunted 
girl. 

Casting a petrifying look upon her, the Duchess fol- 
lowed the Cardinal from the room, and Beatrice sunk 
exhausted on her pillow. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

The Cardinal quitted Turin on the following day, 
having recommended the Duchess, by all means, to 
remove the unhappy Beatrice from the Court, lest she 
should poison the minds of her companions. A home 
mast be found her in some convent, where means might 
be taken to coerce her at least into outward obedience, 
and the removal had better take place speedily, lest 
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her father shonld hear of her conversion, and desire to 
receive her at home. Father Augustino would settle 
the rest. But Father Augustino was prosy, important, 
and busy, and did nothing ; so one of the nurses, a mild 
and gentle woman, whose heart yearned over the poor 
girl in her utter loneliness and wretchedness, ventured 
to recommend a convent in which her sister lived, in 
the Val Moutiere. She thought that Beatrice's health 
would be more likely to rally among her native mount- 
ains than in the hotter air of Italy ; and she had heard 
her sister speak of the gentleness of the abbess, who 
made her convent as much as possible the abode of 
peace and holiness. 

The latter recommendation she did not name to the 
Duchess, as she rather guessed it might mar her in- 
tention ; but she oflFered herself to conduct Beatrice to 
the convent, and to insure her admittance there, till 
her health recovered. '* And then," added the good 
woman, **she may be tempted to join the holy sister- 
hood, and there find peace for her troubled soul." 

Glad to be relieved from her difficulty, public affairs 
^ claiming a larger share of her attention, now that the 
astute Cardinal was absent the Duchess gladly as- 
sented to the timely proposal, and before Beatrice was 
strong enough to move, she was directed to prepare for 
a journey. The Duchess desired that she might be 
removed during one of her short visits to her country 
residence, and she never saw her again after her inter- 
view with the Cardinal. 

Late on the evening of the day before the Duchess's 
departure for the palace at Rivoli, Julia and Susetta 
resolved to steal into Beatrice's room, and bid her 
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farewell. They watched the nnrse away, and hurrying 
into the room, threw themselves into her arms. 

Startled at their sadden appearance, Beatrice warmly 
returned their embraces. Then suddenly remembering, 
and coldly withdrawing herself, asked — 

" What brings you here ?" 

** Oh, Beatrice I dear darling Beatrice," said Susetta, 
throwing her arms again around her, ''you do not 
believe that we shared the deceit ? — you may well 
doubt us all, I know, but there are some truth-loving 
Catholics, I assure you — some who hate a lie as heartily 
as you do." 

" Let me look at you, Susetta," said Beatrice ; " I 
did feel that I could never believe one of your religion 
again ; but look in my face and say those words again, 
and I will try to believe you." 

Susetta eagerly looked into her eyes, and repeated 
her assertion. 

" I believe you, dearest," said Beatrice. 

** And believe me too," said Julie. 

Beatrice kissed them both, and the sound of the 
nurse's step was the signal for their departure. They 
had scarcely quitted the room when she returned. 

** I heard voices, lady ; who has been here ?" 

Beatrice looked at her. 

" Have you been alone since I left ?" 

'* I never lie," said Beatrice. " No." 

" Who has been with you ?" 

" I do not choose to say." 

"Ah, poor child !" said the gentle nurse, "you look 
on me as your gaoler." 

When desired to prepare for hor journey, Beatrice 
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made no opposition. A strong escort accompanied 
her, and a few days' journey brought her to the bean- 
tifal Yal Moutiere. The traveller through that most 
wondrous work of Nature's hand, may see to the pre- 
sent day the little convent, high among the hills which 
skirt this exquisitely lovely valley. To the eye of 
romance, the spot is one to insure peace and happiness 
to those privileged to dwell amidst its beauty. High 
above the wantfl and woes, the combats and divisions of 
lower life, there might be supposed to be nothing in such 
a spot to chill the soul's intercourse with the eternal. 
Nothing around, but the fairest works of His almighty 
hand ; nothing above, but the bright blue sky, which 
the upturned eye seeks to pierce, as the only veil which 
shrouds His throne from the gaze of the true and faith- 
ful worshipper. Alas I alas I for romance. The little 
convent, with its handful of inhabitants, was its own 
world, and as full of elements of discord as the popu- 
lous cities below. Sister Oatherine was as ambitious 
of rule as her namesake of Medici at Paris. Sister 
Agnes was as much occupied with her cooking and her 
garments for the poor as Elizabeth of England was 
with her lovers and her wards. Jealousies there were 
amongst the sisterhood as to present trifles, and even 
as to earthly wishes and loves, before they joined the 
virgin ranks of the convent Few had exalted views 
of their calling — scarcely one really lived above the 
outward routine of their daily ceremonials. They were 
scarcely discontented with their lot, for they knew 
nothing better. The Abbess was a wise, holy, and 
gentle guide and mother to the sisterhood. She kept 
them quietly yet constantly employed ; discouraged 
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trifling gossip, but encouraged innocent mirth. The 
hours for chapel worship were strictly attended to— - 
the daily routine was unvaried ; but she strove to im- 
part life to the heavy monotony, by speaking often of 
the invisible realities of which these outward rites were 
intended to be symbolical, but which too often en- 
couraged merely knee and lip service. 

Beatrice had at first appeared refreshed by the fresh 
air of the mountain regions which they had traversed. 
The thought of home had caused her heart to beat with 
a momentary feeling of pleasure. 

'* Are you carrying me to my father ?" she inquired, 
at length, starting from her cold and unnatural reserve. 

The nurse replied that her destination was amidst 
her native valleys, and that thence she could write to 
ber father, and tell him her wishes. 

Much as she occasionally longed for Marie, it was a 
relief to delay seeing her. 

** Whither are you taking me ?" 

"You will soon know now, lady — to one who will 
be a friend and guide to you." 

** Nurse, not to a convent," said Beatrice, half starting 
from her litter, which was lying on the ground, during 
one of their mid-day halts for rest and refreshment. 

" I take you to a friend, whom you will soon love," 
replied the nurse evasively, and would tell no more. 

Beatrice's fears were aroused — a convent, with its 
gloomy cells, its darker dungeons, its hidden crimes, 
its unheard-of tortures, arose before her, and her weak 
frame again sunk, beneath the dreadful fears her imagi- 
nation conjured up. Her fever again ran high, and 
she was in a state of insensibility when carried into the 
' 14 
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convent, and her nnrse was compelled to leave her 
among strangers before her consciousness returned. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

Early one morning, as the nnrse Marien was re- 
tarningj|o the castle, after a visit to the cottages below, 
in search of eggs for her mistress, she was accosted bj 
a tall, gaant woman, whose garments, thongh of textnre 
superior to those of the lower orders, were worn and 
travel' stained. 

" Mother," said the stranger, " do you belong to the 
family at the castle ?" 

"I should think I did," said Marien, somewhat 
insulted at the question. "I have served them for 
these twenty years. I was a sorrowful mother, past 
thirty years of age, and had just lost my first and only 
child, when I came weeping up this Tery path, to take 
the Lady Marie to my bosom. Verily, her sweet face 
caused me soon to dry my tears, and not many have I 

shed since, except when . Belong to them? — I 

should think I did." 

'* Have you no thought for the Lady Beatrice ?" 

" My beautiful rosebud — my joy and pride I Stranger, 
tell me this moment, do you know anything of her ?" 
said the old woman, eagerly turning to the stranger. 

The woman was silent. 

"You have no ill tidings of my darling! Who — 



THE 8I8TXB8 OF SOLBITRB. 211 

who are yon T speak I" said the poor nnrae, witii 
increasing agitation. 

** Can the lamb be trusted in the den of the wolf, 
withont fear of danger ?" said the woman, extending 
her arm. ** Would yon throw that little sportive kid 
among the hungry dog8» and expect it to escape un- 
hurt?" continued she, pointing to a kid, which was 
skipping by its mother's side on the ledge of the rock 
above them. 

'* Woman, woman, speak not so darkly ; what has 
happened to the child ?" 

** They have mocked, and deceived, and betrayed 
her, and her youthful heart is broken," sternly replied 
the woman. 

Marien fell trembling to the' ground. 

The woman bent over her. ** Poor creature, I was 
hasty," murmured SybOla (for she it was) to herself. 
" She loved the poor child — oh I why did sKe leave 
her ?" She lifted the aged woman in her arms, and 
carried her towards the castle. The servants were soon 
alarmed, and their exclamations brought forth Marie. 
Astonished to see her nurse in the arms of a stranger, 
and terrified at her deathlike appearance, Marie still 
retained presence of mind sufficient to desire her to be 
brought to her room, and to try the usual restoratives. 

Marien opened her eyes. '' Beatrice, Beatrice, my 
beautiful child," were her first words. 

'' No, dear Marien, it is Marie, not our darling Bea- 
trice, who holds you." 

** Where is she ?" said Marien, looking around for 
her strange informant; but she had disappeared the 
moment the servants took Marien from her arms, and 
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conld nowhere be found. Marien speedily recovered 
her recollection sufficiently to repeat her appalling 
words to Marie, whose worst fears were instantly 
aroused. The commotion became general, and reached 
the father's ears. He was quietly pacing the terrace- 
walk with the priest whom we saw there in bygone 
days, but whose clerical dress had been strangely modi- 
fied. He was a priest of the Romish Church no longer 
— ^but a minister of the Church of Christ. His parents 
had received him gladly, a^ if he were recoyered from 
the dead ; the death of an elder son having left them 
mourning that their only heir was a Romish priest. 
The gentle Marie had lived in his memory. He was 
no unfit suitor for her hand. 

A few days before Sybilla's arrival, the Pastor 
D'Albret had again brought him to the castle, and the 
brave old Count had warmly pressed his remaining 
there for a while. 

He was at this very moment requesting leave to 
address Marie as a suitor, when the commotion in the 
castle attracted the old Count's attention, and they 
both hurried to the scene of action, which was the 
nurse's room, whose window overlooked the terrace. 
Nurse, in fits of weeping — Marie, pale and in tears. 
What had happened ? 

The mysterious visit was recounted, the fearful words 
of the strange woman repeated, and the father's deepest 
anxieties were awakened. 

*'Find the woman instantly I Here, Jean, Pierre, 
hurry down the valley, and scour the roads ; one follow 
the way to the right, the other to the left, and bring 
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her back to explain her dark meaning. " But the time 
had been long, and she was gone beyond recall. 

The anxious father paced the hall in silence. Marie 
wept in trembling anxiety. M. Beman alone retained 
his self-command. 

" My Lord, suffer me to counsel. This woman is 
probably a friend; but perchance she has friends at 
Court, and desires to remain unrecognzied. Her warn- 
ing is a friendly one, and must not be disregarded. 
You cannot rest without seeking your daughter. The 
Duchess promised to be as a mother to her. To you 
she must redeem her pledge. Suffer me to accompany 
you to Turin and share your anxieties." 

" Father, can you journey so far ? Your strength" — 

" My child is dearer to me than my life," said the 
father vehemently. " Nurse will care for you, my Marie. 
We will start instantly, true friend." And he turned 
from the hall to make the needful preparations. 

Poor young man, he was making no little sacrifice 
in proposing the journey. Marie's look rewarded him. 

'* Will you watch over my father ?" she said, in a 
low voice. 

" As if he were my own," replied the young man, 
significantly. 

Marie blushed deeply. 

** May I hope," said he, taking her hand respectfully, 
" that my care of him may be esteemed a slight recom- 
mendation in your sight ?" 

'* Hush, hush," said she. " Beatrice is in danger. I 
can hear nothing till my sister is restored to me. How 
can I think of aught but her?" And she blamed 
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herself for the gush of happiness whiclr his wo^ds 
eansed. 

" I will not rest till your sister iff restored. Trust 
your father to rae. We wUl do all that love can do to 
bring her back. Promise you will give way to no undue 
anxiety. You know in whose hands we are." 

Her father's voice was heard calling her. With a 
look of thanks she hurried from the room. 

On that look the young man lived' for many a day. 

And well it was for Marie that a new source of hap- 
piness was opened to her, at the same time that her 
deep anxiety was awakened for Beatrice ; otherwise how 
could she have borne the days and weeks of suspense 
which followed the mysterious visit ?" 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

A WEEK of tedious journeying, and the travellers, 
with their attendants, entered Turin. Ever alive to the 
formalities of the Court, in spite of his hurry to embrace 
his daughter the old Count rested awhile in one of the 
public places of refreshment, in order to change his 
travel-stained garments before presenting himself at the 
palace of his sovereign. He then proceeded to the 
palace alone, desiring his companion to await his return. 
He appeared first at the private door, which was used 
for ingress and egress by the Duchess's suite, and 
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demanded of the porter admittance to the apartments of 
the Lady Beatrice. 

The man stood confounded. He recognized the well- 
known figure of the brave old soldier. 

'* General 1" said he, '*glad to see you, my Lord 1" 

**Mj daughter's rooms, Giovanni," said the Count, 
returning the military salute of the man, whom he recog- 
nized as an old soldier. 

''Your daughter, my Lord? The Lady Beatrice 
has departed hence." 

"Departed? Where?" 

'' 'Tis not for servants to speak, my Lord. We all 
loved the sweet young lady." 

" True, true — ^the Duchess ?" 

'' Is at present preparing for a Court night." 

" Convey to her my name. Tell her, her old servant. 
Count Julien, begs an audience." 

** It would be well, my Lord, to pass round to the 
grand entrance. I will do your errand within ; but 
my office extends not to introducing you to her Grace's 
presence." 

The sight of a foreign army would have been less 
appalling to the Duchess than that of the feeble old 
man, who vainly sought to hide his deep agitation be- 
neath the respectful courtesy with which he ever strove 
to regard his sovereign. 

" Always welcome, my Lord," were the Duchess's 
first words, giving her hand to be kissed, in return for 
the deep obeisance of the aged soldier, who had so 
bravely fought her country's battles for nearly half a 
century. 

** My daughter, your Grace In this room I 
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parted with her. I lent her — my fairest treasure— to 
your Grace. Yon promised to be as a mother to my 
motherless one." 

** Sit down, my Lord. We are alone. I have mnch 
to say." 

His tottering limbs refased to support him, and he 
sunk into a chair. 

" Your daughter was greatly beloved among us, my 
Lord. Her beauty, her sweet and gentle temper, her 
wit and liveliness, made her a universal favorite." 

The old man bowed his head, in acknowledgment of 
praise he felt fully deserved. 

** The Duke often remarked her when he was with 
us, and my excellent friend the Archbishop took the 
deepest interest in her." 

Neither of these last pieces of information were par- 
ticularly pleasant to the father. He knew the Duke's 
weakness for beauty, and he was far too honest and 
straightforward himself to admire the Archbishop, 
whose extraordinary talents, as well as craft and sub- 
tlety, were well known to him. 

" His Grace's deep interest induced him earnestly to 
desire to bring so fair and engaging a being as your 
daughter into the true Church," continued the Duchess. 

The Oount started, and sat bolt upright in his 
chair. 

"Knowing your attachment to our holy religion, he 
was convinced you would feel truly grateful to him 
should he succeed in securing her eternal safety, which, 
as you are well aware, was deeply perilled by her here- 
tical views." 

"Madam," replied the Count, hastily, "I cannot, 
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even from my sovereign, hear such words. Her mother, 
madam — her sainted mother" — ^and his voice trembled. 
** I have never known a woman, Catholic or Protestant, 
worthy to be compared to her mother I That mother 
is in heaven — if there be a holy heaven, as I believe 
there is. I wish the Archbishop was as snre of going 
there himself," added he, in a low voice. 

"Your views, my Lord," said the Duchess, gently, 
" are scarcely in accordance with Pope Pius's creed, 
which is the orthodox creed of our holy Church, Be- 
lieving, as his Grace is bound to do, that salvation is 
only to be found in the true Church, he loved your 
daughter's soul well enough to seek to secure her 
safety." 

** And what effect had his Grace's exhortations on 
the child ?" said the Count, with difficulty restraining 
his anger.t 

"His efforts were crowned with success." 

" And Beatrice is" 

" Beatrice has joined the true Church." 

" Madam, madam," said the Count, starting from his 
seat, " is my word to be counted as a thing of nought, 
a figment of no value ? I promised that child's mother 
that I would never interfere with her daughter's re- 
ligion, and, of course, that promise implied I would 
never allow it to be interfered with. I told you that 
promise when I left her in your care ; and when your 
Grace condescended to say you would act as a mother 
to her, I considered that that promise would be acted 
upon. Pardon me, your Grace; I am a plain old 
soldier. I have learned honor and truth in fighting your 
husband's and your father's battles, my noble masters, 
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who scorned to break their word. I have been de- 
ceived where I trusted," and the old man's wrath grew 
hotter and hotter. ''That cursed Archbishop, what 
business had he to meddle with my wife's child ?" and 
curses deep and low fell from his lips like rain. 

"My Lord I" said the Duchess; but the father's 
anger was not to be restrained. 

*' My lamb — my sweet lamb, in his hands. Better, 
far better, have sold her to the Turks. Where is the 
child? Your Grace has not told me where she is. 
Has he murdered her body in his tender care for her 
soul ? The old hypocrite ; the" — — 

" Count Julien," said the Duchess, with dignity, *' I 
can excuse a father's anxiety, but I will not hear such 
language — such coarse abuse of so holy a man." 

The Count, who was too glad of the absent Arch- 
bishop to vent his anger on, instead off the present 
Duchess, whom in his heart he condemned nearly as 
strongly, reined in for a moment his indignation. The 
image of his beautiful Beatrice rose before him, and 
his heart yearned to shelter her once more in his arms. 
He burst into tears, and throwing himself at the Duch- 
ess's feet — 

*' Your Grace is a mother. By all the love you 
bear your only child, tell me instantly, I conjure you, 
where my child is." 

The grief of a. strong man is strangely infections; 
and as the hoary head before her trembled with the 
violence of his emotion, the tears filled the Duchess's 
eyes. She answered immediately— 

" In the Ursuline Convent, in the Yal Moutiere." 

** A convent I" and he started to his feet, rage again 
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over-mastering sorrow. " In a convent ! without a 
word of reference to me. Madam, madam !. is this the 
reward of my fifty years of service ? A convent I A 
thousand times had I rather she was in a Turk's harem. 
A convent I — but she cannot have tak«n the vows; 
there is time yet to save her." 

" Save her ? my Lord I is this your thanks to me, 
and to the Archbishop, for winning your fair child into 
the only true Church ?" 

The Count looked her full in the face. Her eye fell 
before that look of indignant scrutiny. 

" Is this the care of her which your Grace promised 
me ?" replied he, sternly. " Can you suppose I would 
ever have trusted my treasure to your keeping, had I 
imagined you would have robbed me of her ?" 

*' Consider her soul." 

*' I had rather she shared her mother's lot both in 
this world and the next, than the lot in either world of 
that Judas the Archbishop." 

And, unable to restrain his fury; with a deep obei- 
sance, the old soldier hurried from the room, leaving 
the Duchess astonished at his boldness, and yet in her 
inmost heart admiring him for it — glad to be relieved 
from the painful duty of telling him how the conversion 
was effected, and compelled to shudder herself when- 
ever she thought of the means that had been used, and 
then blaming herself for, even in thought, dissenting 
from the views of her spiritual director. 

Filled with anger and grief, the Count returned 
instantly to his lodgings, where M. Bernau was ex- 
pecting him. He had made some inquiries relative to 
Beatrice, during the Count's absence, and had heard 
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the true tale of her conyersion, and the snbseqaent dis- 
coTery apd disappearance of the monk Antony. The 
tale had outraged every honorable feeling, and worked 
him up into a state of excitement such as he rarely 
experienced. The Count related his conversation with 
the Duchess, and expressed his determination of starting 
off directly to the Val Moutiere, to see whether he 
could not withdraw his child from the convent, in which 
he hoped she had been placed contrary to her own will. 
Happily for both parties, the Archbishop was absent, 
as the consequence of a meeting between him and the 
exasperated father might have been serious, even before 
the latter knew the unjustifiable means which had been 
used to effect Beatrice's conversion. Bernau shared 
his impatience to recommence his journey, and they left 
Turin that same evening. By degrees Bernau broke 
to him the whole tale of guilt and imposture of which his 
beloved child had been the victim. He was alternately 
BO the prey of rage against her deceivers, and love and 
pity towards his child, that the state of his mind, acting 
on a body weakened by his previous illness, and the 
hurry and fatigue of his double journey, brought on an 
attack of fever. He battled bravely against it, and day 
after day continued his journey, in spite of all his com- 
panion's entreaties that he should rest and recruit 
But when they reached a village, within a few hours' 
ride of the convent, his strength was wholly exhausted. 
He would have fallen from his horse had not his com- 
panion's watchful eye detected the increasing illness, 
and his arm been on the watch to save him from danger. 
He lifted him, with the help of the servants, from the 
horse, and carried him into a little inn by the roadside, 
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and there he lay for a fortnight, nnable to move or to 
speak, and dariDg the greater part of that time in a 
state of happy insensibility to the past, the present, and 
the future. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

When Beatrice awoke from unconsciousness she was 
astonished at the scene around .her. She found herself 
lying on a low couch without curtains, in a small white- 
washed room. The coverings of her bed, though of 
coarse texture, were of snowy whiteness, and the un- 
earpeted floor of her room was scrupulously clean. On 
a table, near her bed, several medicines were lying, and 
near them a bunch of grapes, on a small plate. There 
was a chair near the table, which seemed to have been 
lately occupied. A small altar, with a . crucifix above 
it, two more chairs, and a vase of beautiful flowers on a 
ledge near the window^ completed the furniture of the 
room. 

The window was open. A soft, yet fresh air, was 
blowing in. The blue sky alone was visible through 
it, as Beatrice lay upon her couch; but the perfect 
stillness was a refreshment to the invalid, and she re- 
mained motionless, in a state of almost enjoyment. 
Suddenly the note of a bird was heard, and a little 
robin hopped on to the window sill, and, shaking its 
head, aiid turning its bright eyes in every direction, 
seeing no enemy near, it perched upon the bar which 
ran across the window, and poured forth its sweet and 
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simple lay, its beantifnl throat perceptibly thrilling as 
it sang. 

A gush of tenderness welled np in Beatrice's heart. 
The air reminded her of home. Oh, magic word 1 — 
the bird's sweet notes seemed to carry her there. She 
could have fancied she saw her mother gazing on her ; 
and though the face seemed sad, there was tenderest 
love in the expression ; and Beatrice wept, bat they 
were soft and healing tears^ — ^tears such as she had not 
shed since she had been deceived and blighted in her 
heart's deepest affections. 

'' Mother, oh, mother I • let me lay my head upon thy 
knees — ^thou wilt not cast me off, my own, own 
mother." 

As she said these words, the door opened, and an 
elderly lady entered, clothed in the dress of the TJrsu- 
line nuns ; but Beatrice regarded not the dress, the 
face seemed so familiar to her. Could it be that death 
had given up its prey? ISTearer came the lady, and 
bent over her. 

** My daughter, you are awake ?" 

The voice — the gentle voice — it was her mother's 
tone. 

Beatrice half rose and held out her arms. 

" Oh, tell me who you are I" 

The lady sat down beside her, laid Beatrice's head 
upon her shoulder, and kissed her brow, murmuring a 
blessing on her. 

" Oh, bless me again ! — I need it — ^my own dear 
mother's voice. Who — who are you?" 

" Can you bear to hear ?" said the lady, her voice 
trembling. 
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Oh !" said Beatrice, a light dawning on her, " you 
are — I am sure you are — ^my mother's sister — my aunt 
Emmeline!" 

Kisses and tears were the sole reply. Beatrice lay 
perfectly still in the loving arms which held her — a 
sense of peace stole over her, and glimmering thoughts 
of her. heavenly Father's love, in guiding her to the 
only relative who could really help her — a momentary 
feeling, ^'God has not forsaken me; there may be a 
hope yet, even for me I" 

It was but a moment. The thought of her fetters 
returned — the Church which she had entered from such 
unworthy motives. 

" Your dress, aunt," said she, looking at the con- 
ventual garb. " You are a nun I" 

" I am Abbess of this convent." 

" Ah 1" said Beatrice, sinking back on her pillow, 
and opening her eyes with a fearful, troubled look, " I 
am in a convent I" 

"You are with one who loves you tenderly, my 
child." 

The fearful look passed away. 

" My mother's sister I — ^You loved her ?" 

The Abbess was silent a moment, and then said, 
'* Loved her? — love was a slight word to eipress what 
I felt for my sister. My life was bound up in hers. 
She was mother, sister, friend, guide, all in one — so 
gentle, and yet so firm — so pious, and yet so cheerful — 
so clever and yet so humble — the most dutiful daugh- 
ter, the brightest pattern of womanly excellence my 
eyes have ever seen I No, I shall never see her equal 
here!" 
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Beatrice's face glowed with delight, and she held 
oat her arms again to clasp her aunt. These praises 
of her mother gare her confidence in her newlj-fonnd 
relative. 

''Bat she hated Rome," said Beatrice, in a low voice. 

"Hash, hash, my child; let as leave that matter 
antonched. Did she talk to yoa mach about the 
Charch ?" 

" Only when death was drawing near." 

" But she talked mach of religion ?" 

" It was her daily talk. Her every action referred 
itself to God. She strove in her whole life, as well as 
by her conversation, to lead as to God." 

" Ah, my sister 1 that was our father's teaching ; — 
well yoa acted ap to it. Error, he told as, was not so 
effectaally combated by abasing it, as by living and 
acting truth. Now, Beatrice, we will act on this advice. 
Speak not of the Catholic Charch, or of the Reformed 
Charch. Look into yoar own heart — examine it well 
— see how religion stands in yoar soal. Are you living 
to God, or have you forgotten Him ? Are you serving 
God or are you serving the world ?" 

Beatrice burst into tears. Sach questions had never 
been put to her since she parted with her sister. 

** I have been so deceived," she whispered. 

" You have, my child — cruelly deceived ; but think 

i not of others' sins now. Use the quiet time you can 

command here in searching out your own spirit, and 

tracing the course you have followed since you left 

your happy home." 

"But, aunt, must I stay in a convent ?" 
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"Only as long as you yourself desire it. There will 
be no constraint upon you." 

** But I have heard such tales of persons being forced 
to take the vows." 

" Many of them may be true ; but, Beatrice, try to 
trust my words. Stay with me, my child, as long as 
you feel disposed. Write, as soon as your strength 
returns, to your father, and whenever he desires to re- 
ceive you, and you are willing to return to his care, I 
will facilitate your removal. Now try to sleep. God 
bless my sister's child." 

Under the soothing sense of the protection of a true 
friend, Beatrice did sleep. Hours passed, and she still 
remained in unbroken repose. She had found a haven 
of rest, for a time at least. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Meanwhile we must relate how the gentle Abbess 
had received the relative so unexpectedly intrusted to 
her care. The sisterhood had been astonished at the 
new life with which the arrival of the sick stranger, 
from the Court of Turin, had inspired their usually 
calm superior. None were present when the nurse, 
who accompanied Beatrice, had unfolded her sad his- 
tory to the sympathizing Abbess. None witnessed the 
burst of feeling, the expression of which even her long 
babits of self-discipline could not control, when she 
15 
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found that this poor sufferer, the story of whose wrongs 
had caased her heart to burn with indignation, even as 
a stranger, was the child of Count Julien, her only 
sister's husband. 

Without understanding the cause of her emotion, 
the good nurse felt sure that the poor deserted girl, 
whom her kind heart had taught her to love, would 
find at least one affectionate friend in the conyent in 
which she was placed, and she took her parting look 
at Beatrice with more comfort than she had supposed 
possible. 

'* Ah, mother," she said, as she stood with the Ab- 
bess by the side of the then unconscious sufferer, 
** 'twas a tender lamb to leave in that rough world at 
Turin ; and the way they treated her, in letting that 
gay young man win her heart, and then show that he 
could never marry her, as soon as they had gained their 
ends I It was something like * seething a kid in its 
mother's milk,' which I have heard the Jews were for- 
bidden to do, by Him who looks after the meanest of 
his creatures I and they will not go unpunished who 
treated this innocent so roughly." 

"God forgive them, nurse 1 And who do you say 
were the chief movers in it ?" 

'* The Duchess had a hand in it, sure enough ; bat 
the plan was laid by the Archbishop." 

The Abbess started. She stooped and kissed Bea- 
trice again, and muttered — '^ Another heart broken by 
him ! His vengeance, indeed, sleeps not I Father, 
daughter, and now the daughter's child — 'tis hard to 
forgive." Then she said aloud to the nurse — " Did 
he know that you were bringing her here ?" 
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** Oh no, lady. He fell ill, and went to Rome. 
The Duchess seemed not to know what to do with her, 
and I was afraid Father Augustino might order her 
somewhere where the j might not be kinder to her than 
the Archbishop had been ; so I offered to bring the 
poor thing here, as I knew how kind yon were to my 
sister, and I felt snre yon would take pity on her." 

" Pity her, poor child 1 who could help it ? She 
wants a mother's care, and she shall have it. Tou have 
done well, nurse, and God will reward you." 

*' I have girls of my own, madam, and I thought 
what it would be to have them so left." 

" Why did they not send her home ?" 

'' I fancy, madam (only, in courts one must see and 
hear nothing), they were somewhat afraid of her father's 
anger ; and, moreover, they wanted to keep her a 
Catholic, and I've heard say her sister is a very firm 
heretic." 

"Did she wish to go home herself ?" 

"I have heard her speak of her sister often in her 
dreams, and sometimes she would talk to herself about 
her; but she seemed to feel that her being now a 
Catholic would be a great separation, and she was 
afraid to see her." 

'* Well, nurse, when you return to Turin, tell the 
Duchess that you delivered the child to my care, and 
that I promised to watch over her health, and to do 
my best to restore her." 

'* Thank you, lady, I was sure of your kindness ; 
and tell the sweet child, when she wakens to conscious- 
ness, that her nurse left her with tears and blessings." 

That night the Abbess herself watched by Beatrice's 
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couch, and sad were the commanings she had with her 
own heart. The past had slept awhile — affliction had 
done its worst with her. Seduced by her own head- 
strong affection for an unworthy object into an aban- 
donment of her father and home, it took months of 
harshness and ill-treatment to alienate her from him 
for whom she had forsaken all that had formerly been 
her happiness ; but when she heard from the lips of 
her seducer, that not lore for her, but hatred for her 
sister, had caused him to seek to win her to the arms 
of Rome, and then to fly with him from innocence and 
peace — when she heard him curse the unborn child that 
would proclaim their sin to the world, and desire her 
to put an end to its harmless life as soon as it should 
be born — her eyes began to open to his true character, 
and she felt all the agonies of despair and remorse. 
Utterly regardless of her frantic appeals to his honor 

or his pity, he left her in the village of , near the 

convent where she now resided, under the care of a 
coarse-minded, vulgar woman, an old servant of his 
family, with^ strict injunctions to keep her in close con- 
finement till after her child's birth. Unknown to the 
wretched mother, he also left strict injunctions with 
the woman to destroy the infant as soon as it should 
see the light. It was not unnatural to this woman to 
be harsh and severe to the poor heart-broken creature 
left in her custody; but when the new-born baby 
smiled in her face, and twined its tiny fingers round 
one of her own, her woman's heart refused to let her 
•^murder the innocent creature. She told the mother 
*€hat her babe had been still-born, and deceived her 
with a sight of a neighbor's child, to whom such an 
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affliction occarred nearly at the same time, \7l1ile she 
gave the living child to the care of the mother of the 
dead infant, until she conld determine what to do with 
it. 

The jonng mother had the comfort of the assurance 
that the little breathless thing which she wept over as 
her own, had escaped any unfair dealing, which, from 
the father's character, she had dreaded was intended 
for it, and she kept it by her side till decent burial was 
secured for it. Her miserable betrayer took care that 
she should have early intelligence of her father's death, 
the destruction of her home, and the restoration of 
Popery among her father's flock, to which he added the 
certain news that her sister had shared her father's 
fate. Nor did Alfric in the least desire to have it con- 
cealed that he had planned and executed these deeds 
of destruction and death. 

Thoroughly crushed by this intelligence, and ashamed 
to face any friend who had ever known her in her days 
of innocence, she resolved (and this was what Alfric 
desired to force her into) to hide her shame and her 
woes in the cloister. It was not till after she had taken 
all the vows, that she heard accidentally that her sister 
had used every means to find her in Vain, and that she 
had become the wife of Count Julien. 

When the mother was safely housed in the convent, 
her stem jailer resolved to carry the baby to its father's 
sister, and to tell her its history and parentage. 

Alfric had begun early to make all around him mise- 
rable. He had been an only son, and thoroughly spoiled 
by his parents, who humored him in every way, and 
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never stroTe to restrain the violent passions witli which 
he was born. 

His sister had been the slave of his humors and ca- 
prices from childhood, but had loved him with the true 
love of a sister. 

She was on the eve of marriage with one who pro- 
mised well to reward her for the submission and trials 
of her youth by a married life of peace and aflEection. 
Alfric came home from his college, to be presenkat the 
wedding. 

Prom some slight cause, a quarrel arose between him 
and his intended brother-in-law. Too happy to give 
way to anger on the eve of his wedding-day, the in- 
tended bridegroom was leaving the house to the angry 
youth, when a sudden blow from Alfric felled him to 
the earth. A sudden blow, and repented of the mo- 
ment given ; but repentance came too late. The poor 
fellow lingered a few hours, and died in the arms of his 
distracted ^anc^, at the very hour at which they were 
to have been united. 

Gladly would Alfric have recalled the mad deed, 
when he witnessed his sister's despair and his parents' 
anguish ; but he was too proud to let them see his suf- 
fering, and hard and cold he ever appeared amidst the 
wretchedness he had caused. Death took them one by 
one, till only his sister was left, and she avoided the 
sight of one who had caused her such a life-long grief, 
and who never seemed to share with her any of her sor- 
rows. But the old servant believed her young mistress 
would be glad to train up her brother's child, and that 
it would,be safe from his knowledge under her care. 

We have traced that poor child through his youth of 
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promise to his miserable end. Better, indeed, for bim 
bad the thread of his existence been cat in earlier years. 

And now Sybilla had dragged her weary limbs to the 
same convent which sheltered Beatrice, desiring to end 
her wretched life in an abode consecrated to God's ser- 
vice. 

She knew who was the Abbess of the convent ; bnt 
she had heard so mnch of her sanctity and gentleness, 
that she feared not to encounter her, even should her 
name and parentage be elicited. 

She knocked at the door late one evening — ^the very 
evening of the day on which Beatrice had recovered her 
consciousness — and prayed for admittance as a house- 
less wanderer. Brought before the Abbess, she ex- 
pressed herself weary of life, and desirous of spending 
her small remnant of it in the service of God. 

" Have you no relations who claim yonr care, my 
good woman ?" asked the Abbess. 

" None," replied Sybilla. " My parents died long 
since. My only brother heeds me not — hates me, 
scorns me. He whom I trained as my child, my joy, 
my pride, has flung himself from life, and what re- 
mains for me but despair and death ?" 

"Repentance and submission," gently replied the 
Abbess. 

Sybilla drew herself up. 

" I have less to repent of than they have who drove 
me to despair ; and would you have me submit to 'the 
haughty oppression of those who h|bve no right to 
rule ?" 

" Submit yourself under the mighty hand of Gh)d," 




,v 



282 THE 8ISTER8*OF SOLEUSE. 

replied the Abbess; "and learn to forgive, as yon 
hope to be forgiven.'' 

"You — you say that, Bmmelinel Have you for- 
given f " 

The Abbess started at the once-familiar name, and 
looked eagerly at the weather-beaten figure before her, 
but traced no resemblance to any one she had known 
in youth. 

" Who you may be I know not," she replied, calmly ; 
"but if you have heard that I had much to forgive, I 
thank God I am able to tell you I have forgiven, and 
do forgive." 

"How — how have you learned to forgive such 
wrongs ?" 

" By remembering daily how much I have to be for- 
given. The thought of the sins of my youth is ever 
with me ; and my daily sins against my Saviour warn 
me to be careful how I retain any unforgiving feelings 
towards others." 

The wanderer sat down with the air of one astonished, 
and gazed for a few moments at the Abbess. A tear 
stole down her cheek. Ashamed of the unwonted emo- 
tion, she covered her face with her hands. At length 
she said, in an altered voice, " Can you teach me this 
wonderful lesson ?" 

"No," said the Abbess, "I cannot teach it, but I 
can lead you to the same place where I learned it. I 
can direct you to One who can teach. He not only 
cab, 'but will teach whosoever asks him." 

"You will receive me, then ?" 

" Surely, if you will submit to our rules ; but tell me 
who you arc?." 
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''Not at present. Trust me a little while — I will 
tell you before long." 

''It is unusual;" said the Abbess; "for I, at least, 
in the convent, expect to be informed of the name of 
any one who seeks admittance here." 

" I cannot yet Must I go before you teach me how 
to forgive ?" 

The Abbess looked at her again searchingly. The 
stranger met her gaze without either boldness or 
faltering. 

" I will venture," at length she replied with a smile. 
" What are we to call you ?" 

"Mara," said she — "call me sister Mara. In years 
long since gone, one read me the history of Ruth and 
Naomi, and I have never forgotten it. Like Naomi, I 
am empty indeed — bereft of all I loved. The Lord 
hath dealt bitterly with me ; but, like Ruth, I say to 
you — ' Thy God shall be my God. .... Where thou 
diest, I will die, and there will I be buried.'" 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

Beatrice recovered her strength slowly. The hours 
she passed in her little apartment were not unprofitably 
spent. Her aunt supplied her with a New Testament. 
With a flood of tears she received the sacred volume. 
Where, oh where, was her own Bible ? Little did she 
guess into whose hands it had fallen I 
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It seemed to her as if ages bad passed since that 
terrible morniDg in the chapel. 

Years had certainly been added to her yoang life, 
by the events in which she had borne so painfnl a 
part. 

But she had been awakened to the Ml sense of the 
valae of eternal things by means of the total wreck of 
her earthly happiness. Her religion in early youth had 
been one of imitation. She had been bred a Protes- 
tant, and had felt proud of her own privileges, while she 
mistook hatred of Rome for love of the truth. She now 
experienced that real change which is at the root of all 
personal religion. 

She gradually awoke to the sense of her own sinful- 
ness, and long she continued without hope of pardon. 

When once the sense of sin became her prevailing 
feeling, no room was left for the anger and abhorrence 
of her betrayers which had hitherto filled her mind. 

At length a light dawned on her spirit, and she was 
able to cast herself on the Merciful, with full hope of 
pardon. '* He healeth the broken in heart, and bindeth 
up their wounds." 

But this was not a short work. She had to pass 
through many hours of anguish, many harrowing re- 
miniscences, many depths of passionate sorrow, before 
peace settled on her spirit. 

The Abbess was a tender and affectionate, and yet 
a faithful and wise friend. 

She did not fear to probe her wounds. She desired 
not to see a partial cure effected. She longed to see 
the roots of repentance and faith deeply fixed, in order 
that the living fruits of holiness and love might follow. 
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As Beatrice's health strengthened, she mingled occa- 
sionally with the sisterhood. Nothing she saw amongst 
them iadaced her to desire a convent life. With 
scarcely an exception, their minds were contracted — 
their views of life were bounded by the convent in 
which they lived. Nor did the heavenly Bridegroom, 
to whom they had been devoted by their vows, seem to 
occnpy more of their thoughts than if they had been 
living in the hurry of the daily pursuits of the world, 
which they conceived they had forsaken. The bell 
called them at stated hours to prayers, and they knelt 
in apparent devotion in the chapel ; but Beatrice often 
detected the wandering eye and listless manner which 
she had felt herself and seen in others at the Protes- 
tant service she had attended. The daily business of 
the coirvent interested them as fully, and occasioned as 
much discussion and contrivance, as the affairs of their 
families cost the mothers of the valley. 

Except with the Abbess and two or three of the 
sisterhood, Beatrice felt that the things of time were as 
all-important in the convent as they were in Turin — 
the things of eternity as uncongenial. Ah I it is the 
heaven-^et heart which it is so difficult to obtain. No 
place, no outward forms can give it — ^it is the work of 
Qod's Spirit alone. It is not harder to preserve it in 
a court than it is in a convent. The crucifixion of self 
is the daily duty of every Christian — a duty as hard to 
fulfil in a content as in a court. 

Everyone is apt to think — "Were my circumstances 
dififerent in this or that particular, I could serve God 
better." No such thing. The difficulty is in the 
heart within, not in the outward circumstances. Get 
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the heart under the inflnence of grace, and where the 
body is will make little difiference. 

This is a truth broadly stated. It is, of coarse, open 
to some modifications. The heart under the influence 
of grace, implies the will renewed by the power of God 
— ^the likeness of the Saviour again impressed upon the 
heart. An individual so renewed will not wilfully 
place himself in circumstances contrary to the will of 
Him whom he takes as. his Guide. 

One pale girl. Sister Angelica, excited Beatrice's 
sympathy. Her whole heart seemed engrossed with 
her devotions. Beatrice fancied she could detect 
symptoms of suffering in her demeanor. She seemed 
to be seeking to subdue self, and yet to find self too 
powerful. She avoided Beatrice's company, when she 
made one or two efforts to get into conversation with 
her. Beatrice asked the Abbess about her, and wa« 
told that the young nun had not been very long in the 
convent ; that, till recently, she had appeared to find 
peace, and to be contented there, but that the Abbess 
knew no cause for her present evident depression. 

''I rarely seek confidence, Beatrice," said the kind 
Abbess. '' In the mind of each young nun, from time 
to time, a heart-yearning for home and friends is apt 
to recur. Talk of it, and dwell on it, and it becomes 
deeper. Try and make the convent more happy, and 
the daily routine more interesting, and the mind 
recovers its tone. The nuns know they are here for 
life, and they, in most cases, learn by degrees to accom- 
modate themselves to circumstances which they cannot 
now alter." 
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''Bat do none die of home-sickness?" Inqaired 
Beatrice. 

The Abbess sighed. '' I can scarcely say snch an 
event never occurs. The sorrows of the heart some- 
times act on the body so as to produce illness, which 
terminates in death. The poor nnn is said to die of 
liver complaint or nervous debility, when the first cause 
was undoubtedly mental sufiferiag — but, thank God, 
such cases are very rare." 

Beatrice resolved at length to write to her sister, 
and the Abbess dispatched the letter by a trusty mes- 
senger. 

Meanwhile, one in the convent drew towards Beatrice 
with the most passionate attachment — an attachment 
which Beatrice cordially returned, without being aware 
of the cause of the mutual attraction felt by two indi- 
viduals as dissimilar in outward appearance and cir- 
cumstances as two individuals could possibly be. 

Sister Mara, the weather-beaten, coarse-featured 
stern old woman, might constantly be found in the 
apartments of the beautiful and refined Beatrice, while 
either listened to the other's words with the deepest 
interest. 

Often Beatrice read the New Testament aloud, page 
after page, chapter after chapter, while Sister Mara 
listened with silent attention. With her head resting 
on her hand, and tears dropping like rain from her eyes, 
she sat, rarely making remarks, but begging occasion- 
ally that certain passages might be read again. 

*' Father, forgive them, for they know not what they 
do." 



238 THE SISTBRB OF 80LBUBB. 

" If ye forgive not men their trespasses, neither will 
your heavenly Father forgive your trespasses." 

"Be ye kind one to another, tender-hearted, forgiv- 
ing one another, even as God, for Christ's sake, hath 
forgiven you." 

Such passages as these were read, till both reader 
and hearer knew the words by heart. 

''Oh, that I could but know that He had forgiven 
me !" said Mara, suddenly, one day when the Abbess 
had joined them, and sat herself listening to the Book 
she loved so well. 

" Forgiven you what, sister ?" 

''My life-long ignorance and neglect of him who 
died upon the cross," replied Sister Mara. " Oh 1 I 
have been a good Catholic — confessed duly, paid my 
dues to the priest, attended daily mass, given alms to 
the poor, loved the Yirgin, and honored the saints ; 
but my Saviour I never thought of — ^never knew I 
required. My Saviour's spirit I had none of — none. 
Holy, merciful, and mild, gentle and forgiving he was. 
I am none of these. He must cast me off forever." 

" Daughter, for whom did he die that bitter death 
upon the cross ?" asked the Abbess. 

Mara stared, and answered not. 

" Ob, sister, dear sister," sobbed Beatrice, patting 
her arm around her friend, " he died there for sinners — 
for sinners such as you and I are. The holy and the 
good need him not, if there are such. We need him ; 
and wicked though we have been, he died for us." 

Poor Mara struggled on. Daily her health grew 
worse and worse, yet she crept into chapel during the 
daily services, and often spent hours there alone, kneel- 



THX SISTEB8 OF 80LEUBB. 289 

iug before the cross. When found there, it required 
the aid of the nuns to bring her into the refectory, her 
limbs seemed stififened with age and weakness. 

Often the Abbess whispered — " Canst thou forgive ?" 
and she shook her head in sad denial ; bnt on her knees 
she sought aid against the evil spirit within, of whose 
existence she had only lately been aware, and earnestly 
did she implore the presence of that Spirit whose help* 
is never sought in vain. 

Deep, indeed, had been her wrongs. That one indi- 
yidual, from his cradle to his declining years, had mar- 
red her every happiness, and dashed her every hope to 
pieces. Her boy, her boy, her last treasure — how had 
he stolen him I But as her own sense of sin deepened, 
her thoughts dwelt less and less on those she had lost. 
Her own personal state — the awful eternity which she 
felt before her — concentrated her thoughts on self. 
How should she stand at that bar where no sins of 
others can be received as any excuse for her own delin- 
quencies ? 

She could not receive Christ into her unforgiving 
heart ; or rather, was it not because she received Him 
not that her heart continued unforgiving ? 

Sometimes the Abbess feared whether that all-con- 
qnering grace were indeed at work in her, so resolutely 
did the evil spirit within set itself against the law of 
love, which is the Christian's motto. 

** Now abideth faith, hope, love — ^but the greatest of 
these is love." 

"Lady Beatrice," said Sister Mara one day, "tell 
me truly, have you forgiven all who have wronged 
you ?" 
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Beatrice was silent. Her color rose. Sister Mara 
looked at her with her bright, piercing eyes, as if she 
woald read her thoughts, and Beatrice hid her face in 
her hands, and wept without restraint. 

" Poor child," muttered the aged woman, ** she can- 
not — no wonder." 

But Beatrice removed her hands from her face, and 
calmly met the searching gaze which was still scmti- 
nizing her. 

" Sister," she replied, " I hope I do with my whole 
heart forgive. God knows the struggle. But I was 
worse than they were. I was trained a Protestant ; 
they, alas I were trained in Romish errors. I trust my 
grievous fall is forgiven. God help them, and pardon 
them !" 

Sister Mara rose at these words, and, advancing 
towards Beatrice, clasped her in her arms, and, with a 
strong and earnest voice, prononnced on her a fervent 
blessing. 

"His blessing will be yours forever. His Spirit is 
in you. He may come to me. Oh, Beatrice, pray, 
pray that this old hard heart may be broken." 

As the strong frame grew weaker from day to day, 
the strong spirit within also bowed beneath "the 
mighty Hand." Truly Sister Mara became as a weaned 
child. She listened to the Abbess with attention and 
respect ; she confessed and received absolution from the 
priest, who visited the convent periodically, and who 
was anxious to confess Beatrice also ; but the Abbess 
stood her friend, and, though she could not conceal the 
truth that the young girl was a professed Romanist, 
she requested the priest not to press an interview with 
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her till bis next visit. He consented, thongh nnwil- 
linglj, to her reqoest. 

**13m Sister Angelica confessed ?" inquired the Ab- 
bess. 

" Oh, yes^'^ replied the priest, carelessly ; " anything 
new there ?" 

"I fancied she a{)peared nneasy and depressed," 
replied the Abbess. 

** No," said the priest ; '' she made the nsnal confes- 
sion — difficulty of attending at prayers, wandering heart 
in her duties. I ordered her to try some night prayers 
in the chapel, and absolved her as usual." 

The priest's visits were only occasional. Before bis- 
next, the Abbess hoped that Beatrice would have been 
claimed by her friends. Meanwhile, her attentions to 
Sister Mara were continued, and the dying nun seemed 
never so happy as when Beatrice was sitting by her 
side, and reading to her from the Word of God. 

Tho light stole in ray by ray, till the whole mind was 
becoming filled, and the darkness of despair giving 
place to the peace of the gospel. 

Oh, the un&peakable joy to Beatrice, amidst her feel- 
ing of deep unworthi&ess, to be permitted to minister 
to the spiritual good of a dying fellow-creature I 

They learned together ; but as the aged one was to 
be removed first, her progress seemed quicker; and 
her spiritual perceptions daily grew brighter and 
brighter. 

Many a passage which Beatrice had thought she fally 
understood, was clothed with new beauty by the simple. 
remarks of Sifter Maiu^ 

Days passed on, till Beatrice had now been nearly^ 
16 
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two months in the conrent. Her father had lain in the 
village, only a few miles off, more than half that time ; 
bat when his fever left him, he would trust no one but 
himself to seek his child in the convent. Bernan had 
sent tidings of his iUness to Marie, imploring her to 
make her mind easy on the subject of her father, as the 
worst was already past. Beraan's messenger brought 
back Beatrice's letter, which Marie had received, and 
its contents reassured the Count as to the reception he 
should meet with at the convent ; and the prospect of 
his child's being restored to him without difficulty, 
quickened his recovery, and he was at length able to 
proceed to the village, which lay at the foot of the hill 
on which the convent was built. 

But the news of his errand had preceded him. His 
attendants had heard enough of Beatrice's wrongs at 
Turin to make them indignant at the manner in which 
she had been cheated and deceived. They now sus- 
pected that she was detained against her will at the 
convent. They had not been sparing of their com- 
ments, and various misrepresentations of Beatrice's 
circumstances had been rumored about the village. 
The dwellers in that valley were determined Protes- 
tants. Their pastor was a warm-hearted, energetic 
man, who ruled them with a strong hand, and whom 
they both feared and loved. 

He was personally acquainted with the Abbess, 
and venerated her holy and consistent character. 
Highly as he disapproved of convent life, his influence 
ever ran in the direction of existing institutions ; and 
he had more than once succeeded in averting from the 
convent attacks with which it had been threatened by 
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the young men of the valley, more from the love of 
mischief, and the pleasure of making a disturbance, 
than from any real sense of the evils of the monastic 
system. 

Robbing convents and frightening nuns had been 
a favorite pastime among nominal Protestants in Swit- 
zerland ; men whose hearts being wholly uninfluenced 
by real religion, made the profession of it a cloak for 
the indulgence of lawless and predatory habits. No- 
where, however, had the rights of property been more 
respected ih^Ai in Switzerland ; and the wholesale spolia* 
tion of Church property, which had disgraced the 
English Reformation, was utterly unknown there. 

Beatrice's supposed compulsory detention in the 
convent afiforded too good a pretext for attacking the 
convent, to be overlooked by certain loose characters. 
They took their measures cautiously and secretly, lest 
their intentions should be frustrated by their energetic 
Pastor. 

The execution of their plan was hastened by heaving 
that the Count was actually on his way to their village. 
If his daughter should be quietly restored to him, they 
would lose their sport ; and they resolved, therefore, 
to make their attack on the convent before they ex- 
pected that he could arrive to claim his child. 

The consequences of their scheme will be detailed in 
the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

About eleven o'clock one morning, a violent knock** 
ing was heard at the door of the convent. The por- 
tress pnt her head oat of the little window which 
commanded a view of the entrance, and saw, to her 
dismay, two or three dozen ill-looking fellows standing 
ronnd it. In reply to her inquiry of what they 
wanted, one, who appeared to be the leader, said that 
they desired to speak to the Lady Abbess immedi- 
ately. 

The frightened old woman hnrried off to her snpe* 
rior and informed her that a whole army of ruffians 
was thundering at the gate. Astonished at the an- 
nouncement, the Abbess desired ber, by all means, to 
keep the gate fast, and to ask them their business from 
the window. The men, however, insisted on seeing 
the Abbess, and refused to deliver a message to any 
one else. The noise they made at the gate presently 
alarmed the whole sisterhood, who came together into 
the common sitting-room like startled deer, and en- 
treated the Abbess not to speak to the rude men. 
*' They will go away if we take no notice of them." 
'' Suppose they should break into the convent," said 
another, " and turn us out, as they did the nuns of St 
Catherine ;" and everybody had a story of some con- 
vent being rifled and the inmates turned out. The 
knocking continued, and the Abbess thought it better 
to appear at the window. 
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" The Abbess, the Abbess," they cried. 

"I am here," was her calm reply. ** Wherefore do 
yon come hither to disturb oar qaiet home ?" 

" We want the Lady Beatrice, Count Jalien's daugh- 
ter, who is unlawfally detained in this convent," replied 
the leader. 

'' And who are you, and by what authority do yon 
demand her ?" inquired the Abbess. 

" We would take her to her father, who lies ill in 
the valley." 

" A likely story," said the Abbess. " Can you pro- 
duce any letter written by her father ?" 

** Come, come, old lady," said a square-built, coarse- 
featured man, pressing before the leader, *^ none of 
your nonsense. Give up the young lady at once, or it 
will be the worse for you." 

" The Lady Beatrice is at full liberty to leave this 
convent whenever she pleases, but I will not certainly 
deliver her into the hands of any messenger except 
one who brings full credentials, either from her father, 
or from the Duchess of Savoy, from whom I received 
her." 

The tumult waxed louder and louder. 

** The Duchess of Savoy has no authority here. No 
foreign dukes over us. Have yon got her in a dun- 
geon ? Give her up, or we will bum down your con- 
T^t, and smoke out the whole nest of you." 

The leader with difficulty stilled them ; but when 
his voice could again be heard, he addressed the Ab- 
bess. 

'* Well, madam, do as you think best. We give 
you ten minutes for consultation, and then if the young 
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lady is not forthcoming, we warn yon, look to yonr- 
selves." 

** By what right," said the Abbess, all her inborn 
dignity sustaining her, ^* by what right do yon dare to 
dictate to me ? Return to the valley, or bring me pro- 
per credentials from the Bailli that you are true and 
honest men, and I will consider yonr proposal ; bat it 
is out of all reason that I should deliver up a noble 
lady to yonr care without knowing who you are that 
demand her." 

'' Might makes right," said the dark-featured man, 
winking at his companions. '' Words are of no avail, 
old lady," added he. ''The ten minutes are wearing 
away." 

Thus urged, the poor Abbess hurried to the room 
of Sister Mara, where Beatrice was constantly to be 
found. 

' " What is it ?" said the poor invalid, as the Abbess 
entered, with a pale and frightened countenance. 
"Will they not let me die in peace ? Who is come to 
disturb my dying moments ?" 

Death was indeed approaching — ^but the mind of the 
sufferer was still clear. 

'* No ; do not take her away, mother," as the Abbess 
signed to Beatrice to accompany her. '' Let me hear 
the tidings ; I can bear them." 

Sybilla fancied her brother had sent to force her 
from the asylum where she had at length found peace. 

" No, dear sister, the noise respects not you, but my 
dear daughter here," replied the Abbess. 

Beatrice started. ** What ? me, mother !" 

'' A band of strange-looking men at the gate de- 
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mand Lady Beatrice, Count Jalien's daughter, and say 
that her father is in the valley awaiting her," said the 
Abbess. Beatrice turned pale. 

** Oh, mother, impossible i He would have sent 
Marien, with some trusty messenger, if he could not 
have come himself ; it is some plan to draw me from 
your sheltering care." 

''I fear so, too, my child," replied the Abbess. 
"But they come storming and threatening, and we 
have no defence but our innocence." 

** Oh, mother, mother, why did I come to bring this 
fear and trouble upon yon 7" said poor Beatrice, the 
tears gathering in her eyes. 

Before the Abbess could reply, Sister Angelica 
rushed in, pale and trembling. 

'' They have got in I Two men have climbed the 
wall — ^they are opening the front gate to the rest ; hear 
them I" 

And the small convent resounded with the shouts of 
the troop, who were pouring in, through the front en- 
trance, into the court-yard, and into the kitchen and 
buttery. The shrieks of the nuns were heard, as they 
flew in all directions, to avoid the rudeness of the in- 
truders. The Abbess hurried out of the room to see 
whether her words could be of any use to prevent the 
violence which she feared was meditated against her 
convent. 

** To the chapel," she said to all her frightened child- 
ren. ** There is but one entrance there ; the door is 
strong, and will resist their efforts. All of yon go to 
the chapel, and I will try once more to address the 
ruffians." 
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SjbiUa started np with the eoergj of desperation : 
'' Let me speak to them." 

** Sister Mara/' said Beatrice, in yain seeking to 
detain her, " impossible, yon eannot «Ten reach the 
chapel." 

''I can, I will," said she; and, wrapping a large 
shawl round her, she rapfdlj passed along the passage 
and descended the stairs which led to the lower part 
of the house, Beatrice closely following h^. Along 
the lower passage, the sisters were hurrying into the 
chapel. The shouts of the intruders had ceased ; they 
were in the kitchen and battery, and had found their 
way to the cellar, and were regaling themselTCS with 
the wine, and greedily attacking the confections and 
preserves which they found there. 

As Sybilla reached the bottom step of the stairs her 
strength failed, and she fell to the ground. Beatrice 
called for help, and two or three of the nuns returned 
from the chapel, and, assisted by them, she carried 
Sybilla into it. 

** Lay me down in front of the altar," whispered the 
dying nun. 

They laid her down, and closed the door, and lis- 
tened eagerly. Some bent on their knees, and repeated 
their prayers ; Beatrice sat down near Sybilla, and sap- 
ported her head on her lap. 

The silence continued. 

It was a time of intense anxiety — eager listening for 
every sound — dread what might be the next — for all, 
except for Beatrice, whose whole attention was en- 
grossed by Sybilla. 
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iSuddenly a step was beard, bat not of men. It was 
tbe Abbess. 

'' We are sayed, my children ! Ddiverance has come, 
but the conyent is on fire. We must hasten hence." 

It had got wind in the yillage, that a set of idle fel- 
lows, who only required an excuse to commit any oat- 
rage, had got hold of Count Julien's story, and were 
gone to disturb the conyent. 

The Protestant Pastor, in hot indignation, hastened 
to the Count, who had just arriyed at the yillage inn, 
aad inquired if he had sent any orders to the conyent ? 

''None, none," said he; ''I waited till I was re- 
coyered sufficiently myself to claim my daughter." 

" I am afraid some mischief will be done. Some bad 
fellows haye been seen about. There's that rascal 
Pierre Dimond, up to any yillany, and making a cat's 
paw of that fool Blanc. Will you lend me your ser- 
yants, Count, to follow them, and see what they are up 
to now ?" 

" To be sure," said the old man ; ** I will go also ; 
my daughter is in the conyent." 

''Be sure, my Lord, they would take eyery care of 
her." 

" No, no, my Lord," said Beri^au ; " you must rest 
after your journey ; let me accompany the Pastor." 

" By all means ; the more the better, but not your 
Lordship ; it would be labor in yain for you. I haye 
got some steady men I can rely on." , 

Unless the Count had found it physically impossible 
for him to accompany the Pastor, he would not haye 
been persuaded to remain behind ; but his little strength 
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was already exbaasted, and he was compelled to wait 
in fidgettj impatience for Bernau's return. 

The Pastor and his followers arriyed at the conyent 
not at all too soon. They fonnd the doors open, and 
the rioters eating and drinking in the kitchen^and cel- 
lar. In the effort to dislodge the intrnders, a scuffle 
ensued, in which the Pastor's fists and tongue played 
no unimportant part. He collared several men, and 
flung them out of the convent, but one of his attend- 
ants, seeking to follow his example, found it no easy 
matter. While wrestling with a half-intoxicated ruf- 
fian, they both rolled against a stand of linen which 
happened to have been placed around the kitchen fire. 
The stand and linen fell into it, and the place was 
instantly in a blaze. 

All was worse confusion than ever, while intruders 
and deliverers alike strove to escape from the volumes 
of smoke which arose from the burning linen. The 
flames quickly communicated themselves to the wooden 
benches and tables ; in fact, the whole convent was full 
of combustibles. The Abbess, who was keeping watch 
at the end of the passage that ran from the kitchen 
apartments to the chapel, caught a sight of the friendly 
and anxious face of the Protestant Pastor, who was 
well known to her. 

*' My good friend," he said, "run and fetch your 
nuns out of the convent. The kitchen is on fire — how 
I can we put out the flames ?" 

" There are no means," said she ; " we have no re- 
source whatever against fire. It must burn on." 

" Run, call out your flock. We will care for them, 
and save what we can." 
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Haying giyen the warning in the chapel above de- 
tailed, the energetic Abbess hurried, off to her private 
apartments, to get the deeds of the convent, and the 
frightened nans obeyed her commands, and rushed out 
of the chapel as fast as they^had entered it. 

The Pastor received them at the end of the passage, 
and placed his own men around them, and directed 
them to carry them safely to the valley, and to suffer 
no one to speak to or annoy them by the way. 

M. Bernau stood by his side, vainly seeking Beatrice 
among the sisters. She remained in the chapel with 
the dying Sybilla. 

The fire was rapidly extending. The passage, which 
formed the only entrance to the chapel, was already 
filling with smoke. 

"Where, where is the Lady Beatrice?" inquired he, 
rushing after the retreating sisters. 

'' In the chapel with a dying nun," replied several 
voices. 

'^ A dying nun I" exclaimed both the Pastor and the 
young man ; and they hurried into the chapel. 

The Abbess had no sooner secured her papers than 
she returned to them. 

*' Beatrice I Sister Mara 1" 

She was dead. She lay with her head on Beatrice's 
knees, an expression of perfect peace on her wasted 
features. 

Beatrice bent over her, apparently insensible to all 
beside. 

"Lady Beatrice," said Bernau, "this is madness. 
Fly, fly, or escape will be impossible." 

She raised her head and recognized him. 
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The Pastor knelt down by the dead. 

** She is gone, mj child ; you can do her no good ; 
save thyself; come— come to yonr £ather." 

Awakened to a sense of danger by the smoke which 
had penetrated to the chapel, Beatrice quietly laid the 
head on the cold parement, and imprinting a ferrent 
kiss on the brow, rose mechanically. 

Bemau seized her arm, and the Pastor supported the 
Abbess. They opened the passage door. Escape 
seemed impossible. It was densely filled with smoke, 
and at the end a blaze of fire was visible. 

" It must be attempted," said the young man ; and 
lifting Beatrice in his arms, he struggled through the 
smoke, followed closely by the Pastor, who lifted the 
now insensible Abbess as if she were an infant. 

A blazing beiun, falling as they passed the last door, 
grazed the Pastor's arm, and singed the Abbess's 
dress ; the woollen materials of which it was composed 
saved her. They escaped, but were so blackened and 
disfigured by smoke that they were scarcely recogniza- 
ble. 

Close to a spring at a little distance from the burn- 
ing convent, the thankful deliverers put down their 
burdens, and strove to recover the Abbess. 

" Oh, she, too, is dead I" exclaimed Beatrice. " My 
aunt, my mother is gone 1" 

"She is not dead, she has only swooned. Quiet 
yourself, my poor child," said the Pastor, who, beneath 
an iron frame and stern exterior, concealed a heart as 
tender as any 'woman's. 

His rough hands ministered to her as if he had been 
a nurse ; and after the application of water from the 
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dpring, thej had the delight of seeing a tinge of color 
in her cheek, her white lips moved, and her eyes 
opened. 

" Where am I, Beatrice ?" 

Beatrice was in tears. 

" Only friends with yon," was the Pastor's reply. 
'' Yon are safe, and yonr nnns are all saved likewise. 
Bnt we mast carry yon to shelter." 

The sight of the flames in the convent had awakened 
the anxieties of the whole population of the valley, and 
the narrow path was now filling with men and women 
anxions to afford every assistance. They had met the 
poor nnns in the charge of the servants of the Oomit. 
The women had clustered aronnd them, and every 
householder was anxions to share the pleasure of giving 
them shelter. 

The Pastor confided the Abbess and Lady Beatrice 
to M. Bemau, and he, with the assistance of many 
ready villagers, conveyed them down to the village. 
The wife of the Bailli of the place met them on their 
way, and insisted on sheltering the Abbess. '' Mine 
is the largest house,'^ said she, ^* you mnst all take 
shelter with me." Her offer was accepted, and the 
Abbess soon found herself surrounded by nearly the 
whole sisterhood, all rejoicing in their escape^ yet 
bitterly mourning the destruction of their home. 

''Are you all here, my children? Where is Sister 
Angelica ?" Angelica is missing. Who had seen her 
last? 

The cry was raised. "Angelica is missing," spread 
through the village. 

''Who? Which?" said the coarse*featnred man 
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who was prominent in the attack ; ** Sister Angelica I 
Is it she thej used to call Sophie Weimgarten 7" 

" Yes." 

'' Oh ! she is not in the convent; I am snre ; I saw 
her myself safe oat of the fire." 

Where conld she be ? The Bailli's wife suggested 
that she was sheltered in some other house, and begged 
the Abbess to be easy, and search shonld be made. 

"Some were carried first to the Pastor's. Pray 
inquire there." 

The Pastor's daughter was at home. Always for- 
ward in assisting others, strange to say, on this occa- 
sion, she seemed most unwilling to admit any visitors 
into her house. 

" Sophie Weimgarten ?" replied she to the inquirer 
sent by the Bailli's wife ; " what should I know of her? 
I expect the Lady Beatrice will want shelter here, and 
I must keep my best bed for her. I am very busy 
getting things ready against my father's return ; he'll 
be pretty well tired out with this terrible work. Tell 
the Lady Abbess I'll be sure and bring her word if I 
see anything of Sister Angelica." 

**The Lady Beatrice will be with her father," said 
the servant. 

** As if they could all lodge in that small inn I Of 
course, she's there now; but the Count's suite will 
more than fill it. Come, don't detain me ; I must go 
back to my father's dinner ;" and she almost shut the 
door in the servant's face, who seemed disposed to 
enter. 

Beatrice was with her father. Bernau had conducted 
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her to the door of his chamber, and there left her. We 
will not venture to describe the meeting. 

Meanwhile, the fire continued raging in the convent. 
Headed by the Pastor, who was everywhere at once, 
many of the windows were entered, and much property 
saved. The very men who had been foremost in 
causing the mischief, now did their best to repair it. 
Even the coarse-featured Pierre Dimond, and the tall, 
good-looking fellow who had appeared one of the 
leaders, after running back, for some cause or other, to 
the village, had labored like horses in saving the pro- 
perty. 

At length the Pastor called loudly on all to retire 
from the building, and they all obeyed him. 

They stood and watched the flames, now breaking 
out of every window, except in one part. 

" The flames spare one part — what can that be ?" 
said one. 

'^ The chapel, the chapel I" said many voices. 

"A miracle, a miracle I — ^the chapel will not bum.'' 

"Hush, hush, you fools," said the Pastor, indig- 
nantly ; ** you are all born Papists, and half of you are 
Papists at heart still. A miracle I why, it's just this : 
the chapel was added outside the wall of the convent, 
and has no communication except through the door 
which leads from the lower passage. The roof, even, 
only joins the stone wall, and none of the wooden beams 
of the house project into it. The door into the passage 
was plated with iron, and I closed it when I carried 
out the Abbess, to keep back the flames which the 
draught would have drawn towards us in making oar 
escape. If the stone wall on that side stands, the chapel 
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will remain aninjared ; and I hope it nlii.j, for a poor 
dead sister lies there, whose last moments this wicked 
basiness disturbed. '^ 

He stopped, fo^ the flamed seemed to Hse with re- 
newed force, as if making a last mightjr effort. The 
noise of falling within and withont was incessant, and 
at length the wall on the side next the gazers bowed 
and tottered, and, with a mighty crash, the whole roof 
fell in, extingoishiiig the flames in the rains they had 
made. Some pieces of the stone wall detached them* 
selves on the side next the precipitous deseent into the 
valley, and rolled down with accelerated force, crashing 
and rebounding in their descent, till they splashed into 
the astonished rhrer below. There they lie, some of 
them at least, imbedded in the stream to the present 
day, the angry waters still foaming and dashing round 
them, yet unable to dislodge them from their deep bed. 

Parts of the wall remained, but the wreck and de- 
struction were complete, except of the chapel, which 
stood unscathed by the devouring element. 

A perfect stillness succeeded the toar of the flames 
and the crashing of the timb^s. 

At length the Pastor spoke. 

** Hear me, people : Let no one enter that cbapel, 
till the nuns can return to pay the last duties to the 
sister who lies there. Respect the remains of the 
dead." 

"We will, we will," rose from many voices. 

" When the ruins have cooled — and I think there is 
an appearance of rain to help us before long — some of 
ns will try and clear a way up to the chapel door, through 
the house. It will be a work of time and dang^^ bat 
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we will do it as qaickly as possible, that the poor thing 
within may have Christian barial." 

''Now pile np these goods as closely together as 
possible ;" for beds, and chairs, and tables, and stools, 
and clothes, and linen, were all lying in confasion 
around. '' Fetch np some coarse cloths or matting to 
cover them ; and here, yon, Jacqnes, and yon, Jean, 
and Panl, and two or three more, whom I can depend 
upon, you keep guard till we can get this property 
safely stowed somewhere ; two of yon take turn about." 

** Shall I take a turn 7" said Pierre Dimond, winking 
at Jean Blanc. 

"You, you rascal I" roared the Pastor, turning 
fiercely on him. " You shall take your turn in a prison 
for this day's work, and Jean Blanc with you. What 
could have set your wicked heads on such an infernal 
scheme as this 7" 

" Please your reverence," said Jean, humbly, "you've 
often told us that monasteries and convents were but 
bad places at the best, and that all manner of evil has 
been done in them." 

"And I said truly when I said so, and I will say it 
again. The very principle on which such places are 
founded is one which is contrary to the Word of Ood, 
and all manner of sin and wickedness has been com- 
mitted within convent walls. But because you've too 
little brains to understand a godly sermon, does that 
give me any right to deal you a blow on the head, and 
beat out the little you may have there I If all these 
women in the convent had been as bad as bad could 
be, would that have given you any right to come and 
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rob thM thus, and burn their honse aboat their ears? 
* Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the Lord? 
We may safely leav.e judgment to Him ; and, let me tell 
yon, you're nothing better than a robber and a mur- 
derer for this day's work. A wicked fool you always 
were, and always will be, I'm afraid." 

'' We didn't mean to bnrn the house, only to frighten 
them a bit, and get the Lady Beatrice out, and give 
her to her father," said Blanc, sheepishly. 

" Fools always will be meddling, as the wise man 
said. What possible business was it of yours 7 And, 
let me tell yon, Blanc, and you, Pierre, I would advise 
all the young women in the valley to become nuns, if 
they could only get such husbands as you and he will 
make. Much better for them than marrying such do- 
nothing-but-mischief rascals as you are." 

" We only helped the others," muttered Jean. 

" Oh, I know, I know ; it was nobody's fault, of 
course. Well, the commune will find out who's to pay 
the damage. I'm ashamed of you all. What's to be- 
come of these poor creatures you've deprived of house 
and home ? Where can they live— how can they sup- 
port themselves, I should' like to know ? They may 
die of want, and then their blood will lie at your doors." 

Jean slunk away ashamed, muttering, ''William Col- 
let was with us." 

''William Collet I" said the Pastor; "not that quiet 
young soldier who has been hanging about here the 
last three months ? I never heard a word against him 
before 1 Not William Collet I" 

" Yes he was," answered many voices. 

The Pastor lifted up his hands and eyes. " How full 
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this wicked world is of deceivers 1 William Collet I 
The last man I shoald have suspected of such a deed !" 

" I say, Lucy," said Pierre Dimond to a pretty young 
girl who stood listening eagerly to all the Pastor said, 
and coloring np to the eyes at his abuse of Pierre and 
Jean, " hadn't you better go and be a nun ?" 

" Why you see, Pierre," answered the damsel, laugh- 
ing, " if you were much better than you are, you'd be 
too good for me, for the Pastor's always telling me I 
shall come to no good end." 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

UttebIiT exhausted, the Pastor descended into the 
Talley; and after visiting the poor Abbess and her 
flock, and inquiring about Beatrice's safety, at a late 
hour in the evening he entered his own home. His 
daughter had been anxiously watching for him, and 
had prepared everything for his comfort. She made 
him change his scorched and torn garments, brought 
him water to wash off the marks of the fire from his 
face and hands, carefully dressed the slight wound in 
his arm, which, by neglect, had become painful ; and 
then, seating him in his chair by the fire, and taking 
her own station on a stool at his feet, watched him 
while he eat and drank what she had provided for him. 

Somewhat refreshed by his meal, he began to talk 
over the events of the day. 
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''Oh, Monica," said he, ''as I look roand on my 
home, and enjoy its comforts, I cannot bear to think of 
those poor homeless things from the convent. There's 
the Abbess, I know, has no other possible home. Seve- 
ral of the elder sisters loved it from having lived there 
so many years under her gentle rule, and she is the 
most Protestant-like Papist I ever came across. She 
read her Bible herself, and let her nuns read it, too. 
Then, there's little Snsan Engelhart, and Sara le Noir, 
why, their mothers had nothing whatever to leave them, 
and the kind Abbess took them jast to make a home 
for them ; what's to become of them all ?" 

"Will not Government give them the pension ?" 

" I shoold hope they would, as they have done in 
other cases. The convent will never be rebuilt, and I 
cannot be sorry for that. I suppose there's some little 
property belonging to it; but it was very poor, I know. 
It was just dying a natnral death, if these hot-beaded 
fellows had not gone and put all to wrongs about it. 
It would naturally have fallen to pieces in a few years, 
as all convents will when no more girls will become 
nuns — ^which, of course, will be the case— as all our 
communes become more and more Protestant." 

** Do you suppose any of these nuns will be glad to 
get out 7" asked Monica. ' 

**I don't know, Monica," said he, smiling; ''what 
do you think ?" 

" Dear me, father, I should think they felt like birds 
out of a cage," replied she. 

" Why, my bird, you would not have liked to be 
caged up there ?" 

" No, indeed," said she, kissing her father fondly. 
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" By the by, Monica, that William Collet, they say, 
was with the rioters — the steady, quiet fellow, who has 
been lodging at Widow Vause's the last three months ; 
he came to get health after his wounds, and attended 
church Tery regularly. I thought he was really a 
Christian man." 

" Father," said Monica, " I've got a little tale to tell 
you. Will you be very kind and grant me one re- 
quest ?" 

"What is it, my child? — anything in reason, you 
know." 

" Hear my story first : 

" That same William Collet was just about to be mar- 
ried to a very charming girl in his own village, when 
he was ordered off to foreign service. It nearly broke 
both their hearts to part. They couldn't write to each 
other, and the time of his return was delayed over and 
over again. But there was another woman in the place 
who also loved William. She was a cousin, and he 
had always been very friendly with her, and she fancied 
he had liked her ; but he never did, except as a cousin. 
But she thought if the other were sent out of the way, 
he would turn to her. Well, they were all Papists, 
you know, in William's village, and his poor girl used 
to go every day and pray to the Yirgin to watch over 
William, and bring him back again. William got a 
Bible in the army from some good man there, who 
found him out, and had become a Protestant, but he 
did not write about it to her. So they went on, till 
one day news came that William was dead. He wasn't 
really dead ; but that wicked cousin managed to get 
the false news carried to his village, and the poor girl 
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who was to be married to him never doubted it for a 
moment. I believe she got some hair, and something 
else that had belonged to him, conveyed to her. She 
was ill for ever such a long time. William's coasin 
nnrsed her, and seemed so kind to her, that the poor 
thing clung to her like a sister. They talked and 
talked together, and at last the poor broken-hearted 
creature resolved to become a nun, and, when William 
returned, she had actually done so, and taken all the 
vows." 

" Why, Monica, I never heard such a tale, to be a 
true one." 

*' Quite true, every word. I don't know how William 
found out the wicked conduct of his cousin, but he did; 
and a pretty state, you may be sure, he was in when he 
found it out. He came here at once." 

"Here? Why, was his lady-love in this convent ?" 
asked the Pastor. 

" Ah, father!" answered Monica, "you have found 
me out. She was ; it was Sophie Weimgarten, whom 
they call Sister Angelica. Somehow he got a note up 
to her, and she has been pining away ever since." 

" Ah I ah I I see ; but surely this was no excuse for 
his breaking into the convent," said the Pastor, sternly. 

<< When he found Pierre, and Jean, and others, so 
angry about Lady Beatrice's story," continued Monica, 
" and talking together about storming the convent, he 
thought if he could only see Sophie, she might be in- 
duced to — ^he hardly knew what ; but to see her again 
was worth any risk. When they were all standing in 
front of the convent, she looked out at the portress's 
window and saw him, and she"—* 
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" She didn't let them in ?" said the Pastor, indig- 
nantly. 

"No, no, father — indeed she didn't," said Monica, 
earnestly. ** She said she felt so frightened for fear 
she should be tempted to break her vows, that she ran 
at once into the chapel, and there she stayed till the 
Abbess and the Pastor ordered them all ont. Of 
coarse, William was on the watch, and she couldn't 
help running to him when they all rushed out of the 
smoking convent. In the hurry of the escape into the 
village, he drew her behind ; and when the others went 
into the Bailli's, he brought her — don't be angry^ 
father — ^in here. He had told me something of his 
tale before, and, father, I could not turn her out, 
could I ?" 

" No, no, child — ^to be sure not ; but what can we 
do with her ?" said the Pastor. 

"Oh, father I that's my request. Just marry them 
here to-night, and he will take her off before daybreak 
to his friends to-morrow." 

" My dear child, that is a serious matter," said the 
Pastor, half amused and half angry. "Upon my word, 
this is a pretty scrape. Marry a nun ? Why, child, 
what are you thinking of?" 

" Why, father, she never would have been a nun, 
except upon false pretences. She was pledged to 
William long before she was pledged to the convent^ 
only she felt that his death broke her tie to him ; but 
nothing else would have driven her into a convent." 

" But'does she wish it herself ?" asked the Pastor. 

"Oh, doesn't she, father 1" said Monica. "Poor 
thing I but she's so frightened, and trembles at every 
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soand. She looks so ill, and says she never told any 
one of his note ; bat that since she heard he was alive, 
it has been like a living death in the convent to her, 
and now she's once oat of it^ nothing shoald ever indace 
her to go back again." 

** Where is she ?" inquired the Pastor. 

"She's in my room," replied Monica; "and Wil- 
liam's hid in the back stable. They've been in here 
together, great part of the day ; bat I was so afraid of 
any one coming in and finding them. Do only see 
them, father." 

Poor Sophie was bronght in, blashiiig, and looking 
so very frightened, and yet so happy when she spoke 
of William. She was dressed in some clothes of 
Monica's. No one could have taken her for a nun ; 
and William came and pleaded very hard with the 
Pastor, and Sophie said little, but looked so very 
earnest, that the Pastor, feeling as he did the sinfulness 
of vows which God's Word does not authorize, could 
not but consent. But he could not help first giving 
Sophie a lively lecture on the nature of an oath, with 
a sort of fear that if she broke (me, there was some 
chance she might break another. I cannot say she 
attended much to his sermon, but it did seem that she 
gave herself to William with all her heart; and I 
believe the Pastor never joined two more loving hearts 
than on that occasion. 

The Pastor's daughter had taken good care to supply 
them with food ; and, as soon as they were married, 
William returned to his lodgings, to make preparations 
for his departure. The old widow, with whom he had 
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lodged, parted from him with regret, and said she 
feared he was not quite well of his wounds yet. 

He told her he should be off so early in the morning, 
that he must wish her good-by that night ; and he 
bade her farewell, with much regret on her side, and 
grateful courtesy on his. He spent the night by the 
Pastor's fireside, while Monica took the happy bride to 
share her couch ; but the excitement of the two girls 
kept them both awake, and long before the sun rose, 
they were seated at the breakfast table ; and as his 
first beams tipped the rock above the blackened walls 
of the convent, the girls took a long and parting em- 
/brace, and Monica, after watching the happy pair as 
far down the road as she could see, could not help 
laying her head again upon her pillow, and the sun 
was high in the heavens when her father's voice awoke 
her from a refreshing sleep. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

On the following day the Count requested permission 
to call upon the Abbess, and he had a long, private 
conversation with her. Beatrice, quite overcome with 
the events of the last few hours, was confined to her 
bed in the village inn. 

The Abbess returned with the Count to the bed- 
side of her beloved niece, who threw herself into her 
arms. 
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" Oh, mother I I cannot bear to part with you !" 

The Abbess pressed her affectionately to her heart. 

** Sister Mara ! — my dreams have been of her. 
There she lies on the cold pavement alone," continued 
she. 

" Think where her weary spirit is, my child. Oh, 
how thankfal we should be to feel she is at rest 1" re- 
plied the Abbess. 

** Mother, her last words were whispered to me," 
said Beatrice. ' I hear them still. Listen — ' Peace,' 
she said. 'Tell Emmeline all is peace. Sybilla of 
Interlachen thanks her with her dying breath.' " 

The Abbess started. 

'* Sybilla 1" she said. <' Was it Sybilla that I have 
loYcd and cherished ? Thank God I" and she covered 
her face with her hands. ** Was that all, my child ?" 

" No, mother," said Beatrice. " I caught the words 
—'Bid her tell Alfric, I forgive — I pray for him.' " 

" Now God be praised indeed I" said the Abbess, 
bursting into tears. ''He has conquered. Dear 
Sybilla, thou hadst indeed at length thy Saviour's 
spirit. — Any more, Beatrice ?" 

"'Dear Beatrice, Peace .... in Christ.' These 
were her last words," replied the young girl, weeping 
in her turn. 

" Ah, Beatrice, your heavenly Father has honored 
you, my child. You have aided a weary pilgrim to 
find the narrow road," said the Abbess, kissing her 
fondly. 

" Ah, mother, and how shall I walk in it myself, 
without you to guide me ? Oh, I am so weak, so sure to 
fall 1" said Beatrice. 
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" Stronger so, my Beatrice, than when confident of 
strength," replied the Abbess. "But do you really 
find me a help ?" 

"Do I ? Oh, mother," said Beatrice, "you have 
saved my soul 1" 

" Quided you to the Saviour, you mean, my beloved 
one. Beatrice," added she, after a moment's silence, 
" I need not leave yon : your father wishes me to ac- 
company you to Soleure, and has offered me a home 
for life." 

" And yon will come 7" said Beatrice, in an ecstasy 
of delighted surprise. 

The Abbess replied with a kiss. 

After a few moments' indnlgence of the emotions 
which overpowered them both, she continued — " I 
could never have quitted the convent, had it not been 
destroyed. I felt bound to the work I had undertaken. 
I could help my nuns to know their Saviour, but I 
have long returned to the views of my early life, and 
remained in the Catholic communion only because the 
times allowed me liberty to teach and act as I pleased 
in my own convent ; but I can go to no other convent, 
and this will never be rebuilt. Government will give 
to^each of the nuns a small pension ; some will proba- 
bly continue here, living in a separate house, under the 
Pastor's protection. To my two orphan girls, yeur 
father's kindness allows me to offer an asylum in his 
house. If any of the nuns wish to return to their 
own relations, they will now have the power of doing 
so. I go with you, my child." 

" You and Marie both ?" said Beatrice. " Oh, joy, 
how far greater than I deserve I" 
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The Abbess left her with prayers and blessings, to 
prepare her nans for the changes which she knew they 
woald deeply feel. 

In a few days the ruins were sufficiently cleared for 
the nuns to enter the chapel. Beatrice accompanied 
them. Sybilla was found lying as Beatrice had left 
her. Death had restored much of the beauty of earlier 
years. She lay with an expression of perfect peace 
on her features, which had recovered something of the 
roundness and bright color of youth — emblems pf the 
new creation which had taken place within. She was 
buried in the burial-ground of the convent. Her 
funeral was the last religious service performed there. 
The fall of the convent, though it left the chapel stand- 
ing, had made it so insecure that it was unfit for use ; 
and before many months had passed, it shared the fate 
of the rest of the building. 

The ruins may be seen at the present day in the 
beautiful Val Moutiere. 

The priest of the destroyed convent shortly arrived, 
with offers of another convent for the Abbess, where 
she might still be the head of her own sisterhood, and 
of others added to them. 

To his unspeakable anger and mortification, {he 
Abbess disclosed to him her intention of a<;companying 
her brother to Soleure, and stated that the two orphan 
novices, who were not yet fully professed, had resolved 
to accompany her. 

The arguments he used to shake her resolution, and 
the answers she gave, need not be detailed. 

He left her, pronouncing a curse upon her. He car- 
ried off to an asylum not far distant several of the eldor 
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nuns, who desired to shelter themselves again within 
convent walls. In spite of his presence, their parting 
with their beloved superior was a very touching one. 

Two or three only of the younger sisters desired to 
return to their friends, and these had been sheltered 
by the Bailli before the priest's arrival, as they feared 
to see him. In a Protestant canton, the priest's fury 
at their defection was obliged to expend itself in 
words. 

The agitating events which had followed each other 
in quick succession rendered some days' repose needful, 
before the enlarged party were able to set out on their 
journey to the castle of the Count. 

The reception there given to them by Marie and 
Marien may be imagined. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

"TO THE CARDINAL ARCHBISHOP OP TURIN. 

'' The message I have to deliver will be my sufficient 
excuse for writing to you. Your sister Sybilla died in 
the convent of which I was for many years the Abbess, 
three weeks since. Almost her last words were these : 
— *Bid Emmeline tell Alfric I forgive, I pray for him.' 
Thus spoke Sybilla, and slept in Jesus. Alfric, God 
has enabled me also to forgive, as I hope to be for- 
given. I know not if you will heed our forgiveness. 
May the Merciful look upon you for His Son's sake. 

''Emmeline." 



A 
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This letter was delivered to the Cardinal Archbishop 
of Turin late one evening. The news of the massacre 
of St. Bartholomew's Day had arrived only that morn- 
ing. The Dachess had shuddered and trembled. The 
Cardinal had been haughtily indignant at her presum- 
ing to doubt the justice and the wisdom of that detest- 
able and atrocious crime, and all the bells of the city 
were ringing in honor of it. 

" Who gave you this letter ?" inquired the Cardinal 
of the page who brought it. 

** A woman delivered it in to the porter, your Emi- 
nence, and immediately turned away." 

The boy retired, and the Cardinal was alone. No I 
Could it be ? Yes. It was her hand — the mother of 

his son Could she have heard that fearful tale ? 

.... No I Emmeliue died happy in the belief that 
her guiltless child had escaped all the sins and woes of 
life, and stepped at once over time into a glorious 
eternity. 

The Cardinal grew pale. Big drops stood on his 
forehead. The mother he hated. The boy he could 
never think of* without emotion. At length he broke 
the seal and read. Did the words of holy forgiveness 
bring no softening pang to his hard heart ? Not one. 
He could not love. He could not repent; he had 
hardened his heart too long. And now the human 
heart within him turned, as it were, to stone— and 
again he sat for the whole night as one transfixed. His 
attendants found him in the morning, and carried him 
to his bed — rigid and motionless. For a few days he 
lingered. Once or twice he strove to speak, but no 
words escaped his lips. 
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The Dachess sent daily to inquire after him. Her 
heart was heavy with grief. The city was in commo- 
tion. The ecclesiastics crowded round his dying bed. 

At length the candles were lighted — extreme unction 
was administered. They crossed his hands upon his 
breast, and placed his mitre upon his head, and left 

him a breathless corpse A general mourning 

was ordered. The shops were closed from the day of 
his death to that of his interment. His funeral was 
magnificent. The pulpits of all the churches of the 
city rang with his praises. 

There he lies in effigy on his beautiful tomb in the 
cathedral at Turin. Not harder or colder is the marble 
from which his similitude is carved than was his living 
human heart. 

The highest honor which Rome can give her most 
devoted sons was not wanting. Some years after, he 
was canonized. 

j|C 1|6 3|C ^ ^ ^ 

** Well, Marie, what shall I say to Monsieur Ber- 
nau's proposal ?" said the Count to his daughter, as 
they walked up and down the terrace in front of the 
castle. 

She turned away her head and blushed. 

'* Ah, Marie, perhaps you have told him yourself, 
my child ?" 

She threw herself into her father's arms, and hid her 
face on his shoulder. 

" God's best blessing be on you, my precious Marie 
— ^your mother's God, .... my sweet one."' 

They were married. The Pastor D'Albret joined 
their hands. Their home was in Germany, whence, 
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however, they returned every year for^two or three 
months, as long as the Count's life was spared. 

Marien could not leave her foster-child, and Marie's 
children were brought up upon her knee ; and, as is 
narrated in the Book of Genesis of Rebecca's nurse, 
many were the tears shed over her grave, when she 
died at a good old age. 

Beatrice never married. She was the stay and com- 
fort of her father's declining years, and of the Abbess's 
decaying bodily strength. 

She closed the eyes of both. 

Of the orphans under the Abbess's care, one married 
—the other continued Beatrice's attached servant and 
devoted companion. 

Beatrice declined a home in her sister's house, though 
from time to time she spent many weeks under her roof, 
and was idolized by her sister's children. 

Her life was devoted to the service of the sick and 
the needy. She educated the young, and comforted 
the old. She was still in the prime of life when the 
welcome summons came that called her home. 

Her sins^were forgiven — she departed in peace. 



THE end. 
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the Ocean might be viewed in a variety of aspects, all of them more or less 
instructive. The one which has been chosen is that in which it presents 
itself to tlie mind of a naturalist, desirous of viewing the Almighty Creator 
in Ills works. The selections are made chiefly fiom Marine Botany, Zoology, 
Meteorology, the Fisheries, the varying aspects of Island and Coast Scenery, 
Incidents of Navigation, Atmospheric Phenomena, Ac, arranged in the order 
of geographical distribution, as they might be supposed to present them- 
selves to an observant voyager. 

*' We know of no work better calculated to lead the mind to associate with the 
Tarious phenomena of nature, habitual thoughts of God. and an awe-inspiring 
admh*ation of Ills manifjld works and power." — Sindair^s Mdnthly Circular. 

^ A very charming book, and one that every parent may be glad to put into 
the hands of his children, sure that they will be benefited and amused bv it; 
and we &ncy there are few parents who might not learn themselves something 
from its perusal." — Montreal Gazette. 

" This book is full of instructive and entertaining information One 

might go to sea for years and not learn as much about the Ocean as he can 
gather from a few hours' study of this volume. Its moral and religious instruc- 
tion also forms one of its chief features." — N". T. Observer. 

** We take pleasure in recommending this eharming volume as a work which 
blends singularly and felicitously a fund of instruction with the highest 
interest" — New Orleans Bee. 

" Full of interest and instruction." — N". T. Okristian Adv. and Journal. 

" The religious tone of the volume is pure, and the youthful heart, in tracing 
Mr. Gosse's pages, can scarcely refrain from associating God with the works of 
His hand." — Western Christian Advocate. 

"Both in respect to illustrations and style, it deserves a place in every home, 
as well as in every lyceum library." — I^copal Recorder. 

**The author is perfectly at home in the department of natural science to 
which his book relates ; and he has succeeded admirably in making the sea a 
witness for the benevolence and wisdom of God."-— JVtntan Recorder. 

** The volume is adapted to awaken a fresh sense of the vast resources of 
nature, and to inspire a feeling of religious awe, in the contemplation of the 
perpetual miracles of creation." — N. T. Trxbunt. 

**This book is a good one to buy for fiimily reading, and would by no meanB 
be out of place, in our opinion, in the libraries of our Sunday-schools." — Omr 
gregaUonaUsL 

^ A work of deep interest and full of instruction." — Am. and Oom. Advertiser, 

" A delightful volume of popular ficience, embracing every variety of informa- 
tion on marine subjects." — N. Y. Com. Adv. 

" It teaches lessons which are calculated at once to instruct the understand- 
ing and improve the heart." — Presbyterian. 

" Fascinating as a romance, reliable as history, and sterling as a moral essay." 
—American (hurier. 

" A more instructive book cannot be placed in the bands of young people.'*— 
JProwknee Journal. 



PABRT k HcOCILLAN'S FUBUOATIONS. 



Evenings with the Prophets: 

A Series of Memoirs and Meditations. By Bey. A. 
Morton Brown, LL.D., Cheltenham. 1 yol. crown 
8vo. Cloth $1.00 

'*It U one of the deareit, most satig&ctorY, and best historical reviews of the 
lives of the Prophets of the Old Testament that baa ever appeM^ML"— Hoifo* 
MUu. 

"We hare rarely taken up a hook anyway connected with the subject of ]m>> 
pheey which has seemed to us so well adapted to interest and edify the great 
mass of the Christian eommnnity as this rolnme. It is written in an impree- 
sive and glowing style, and seems to throw us into immediate intereourse with 
the illustrious men whose characters and works it commemorates.'* — PuriUin 

XtOOtWTt 

" Unlike most religious books of the present day, Eoeningt vnih the Prophett 
is written in such a Urely, popular style, that it possesses all the interest of a 
secular history/' — PhU. DaUy Newt. 

** Not only a readable, but a very pleasant and profitable book. We could 
wish our readers no better employment and no higher enjoyment, after the 
toils of the busy day are over, thaii the perusal of a chapter of this book.** — 
CkAonioA PraibyUrian. 

** Written, as the work has been, by one possessing a clear and vigorous mind, 
as well as a warm Christian heart, it will commend itself to every intelligent 
Christian reader." — Pmn. Inquirer. 

** A delightful and instructive volume. The Christian who peruses these 
papers willflnd himself in a charmed society." — Midiigan Chrii. MercUd, 

*< It is a work worthy of all commendation.'* — Am. Sjpeetator. 

"The work is crowded with impressive suggestions, clothed in graphic and 
eloquent language." — N. T. 7*r%bune. 

« The book is eminently readable and entertaining, and seems to be infinitely 
preferable Ibr the Ibmily, the Sunday-school, or even the study of the general 
reader, to a formal commentary on tmtt portion of the Scriptures to whioh the 
work refers.*' — North American. 

"It is a cordial, wholesome book, that bears upon it marks of a genial sin- 
cerity, as well as of patient study and liberal scholarBhip." — Lavorenoe SentiiuL 

^'Thls is one of those rare books which afford a pleasant evening's entertain- 
ment, which are now printed Ibr a thinking public. Thingi, caUed books, aro 
Sentiful; but a sensitive mind is shocked with their verbosity, inelegance of 
nguage, and moral depravity of sense. In this book, however, we find Ibod 
for reflection. It lifts the dark veil from many an incident in Idstory, explains 
to the inquiring mind various matters which it could not before comprehend, 
and so pleasingly elucidates fitcts of Scriptural biography, tliat it is quite im- 
possible to lay it down before completing its entire contents." — Eatian Whig. 

" To the young, who are entering on an earnest examination of the Scriptures 
In order to the attainment of clear conceptions of the harmony of divine truth, 
and to those of riper years who are desirous of having their knowledge ampli- 
fied or confirmed, it will prove an invaluable boon. • • • • The chapters 
resemble great historic pidntings ; each prophet stands as the centre, and around 
him gather the pomp, and circumstance, and grandeur, and desolation, of an- 
cient monarchies, the shadows of Israel's doom, and the rising splendoum of 
Messiah's kingdom." — London Eoangdioal Magazine. 



FABST k MCMILLAN'S FUBLICATI0N8. 



Mornings wits Jesus. 

A Series of IXevotional Beadings for the Closet a&d the 
Family for erery day in the year, earefoUy prepared 
from notes of sermons preached by the late Rev. Wx. 
Jat, of Bath. 1 Yol. crown 8yo. Cloth, gilt $1.25 

"The Rey. Wx. Jat was fbe dergyman whom John Foster, fhe celebrated 
•aaay ist, entitled * the prince of preachers.' Judging from this volume, the very 
skeleton of his discourse has more energy than the entire body of some men's 
pnlptt oratoiy." — Cijm. Adv. 

** These Beadings breathe a spirit of genuine piety, and their tone is catholio 
and healthful."— .&)entfi^ Argtu, 

"Charmingly adapted to private and &mUy reading. The Sunday-school 
teacher will find it an invaluable assistant."— (^ Item. 

" This well-printed volume contains numerous expositions of the sacred Scrip* 
tures, marited by the originality and naturalness of manner, the per8piciU& 
and impressiveness of style, the evangelical and experimental savour, the fiu- 
ness and felicity of Illustration, which were characteristic of the diAourses of 
their pious and eloquent author. Gleamess of thought, vigour of expression, 
boldness in the utterance of trutii, and earnestness, both of pursuasion and de- 
nunciation, are traits in which they eminently excel." — N. Amer. 

** The brief meditations composing the volume are pervaded with some <^ the 
best characteristics of Mr. Jat's styl^ and will not disappoint the devout reader." 
— iV«2>yferwin. 

" These meditations are, like every thing from the pen or the lips of WnuAX 
Jat, practical, evangelical, apt, and often strikingly beautiful. • * • * Full 
of pious and excellent thought, and well fitted to be read in connectioii with the 
devotions of either the fiunily or the closet." — I^trUan Heoorder. 

" There is a peculiar fi«8hness about t-hese pages which gives them a charm 
superior to almost any other of the productions of Mr. Jat."— iV. Y. Obtarver. 

" Christians, who know the worth of evangelical truth, will value it as a volume 
worthy of being employed to aid their private and family devotions; and, whe- 
ther beginning the Christian life, or more advanced in the experience of it, will 
read it with profit and pleasure." — Gwrch Witneu. 

" One great charm that pervades these pages is, that they range through every 
department of htunan experience, and show that the Spirit has his appropriate 
teachines for eveiy condition. They are also eminently fitted to cherish a do- 
Totional spirit."— Dr. SpaAom. 

M We recoBimtnd it as one of the best of closet companions." — CbUmidl Jhret- 
tyterian. 

** This is a rich gathering together of all the gems of beauty to be found in the 
writings of the Bev. Whuam Jat, centering around the Cross. In it will be 
Jbund a dellghtftil exercise for each morning in the year, and t(^ether forming 
a complete exposition of Bible truth."— jlmericon Spectator. 

<* These readings are tor ey&rj morning of the year. They are based upon 
suitable texts, and occupy each from one to two pafcee, so that it would be easy 
to read one each morning at fiimily worship. They are remarkably rich in 
Christian experience, counsel, and consolation, and expressed in clear, concise, 
and beautiful language, as are all the writings of this distinguished author. 
We can most heartily recommend this book fbr fiunily use."— CbnodMin Memew 



PARRT k MoHILLAM'S PUBUGATIOirB. 



QUESNEL ON THE GoSPELS. 

The Gospels: With Moral Reflections on each Terse. 
By Pasquier Qussnel. With an Introductory Essay, 
by the Rey. Daniel Wilson, A.M., Vicar of Isling- 
ton, [now Bishop of Calcutta.] Carefully revised by 
the Key. Henrt A. Boardm an, D.D. Printed with 
bold type, on beautifully tinted and sized paper. 
2 yols. 8yo $4.00 

'* A repoaitory of original, itriking, sfdritual meditations, fhe abflence of which 
oould be supplied by no other work in oar language." — Dr. Boa&dmak. 

{Fnm, Vu Bight Sen. Alamo Potter^ V.D.f Bishop of the ProlutaaU Epitoopdl 
Church for the Diocete of Benntyhxinia,) 

PkOaddpkia, OcL SI, 1856. 
Messrs. Pabxt k HcMnxAir: 

Gentlemen — i^ueinePt R^fleeUoM was an inyalnable contribution to the sacred 
literature of the world in its original form. In this edition, prepared under the 
auspices of such names as Bishop Wilson and the Rot. Dr. Boaadmak, it will be 
still more useftil for English and Protestant readers. It occupied a large part 
of the life of one of the most illustrious Jansenists of the seTenteenth century; 
and t-o ministers of the gospel, and to priyate Christians of evenr name, it miut 
always be an inexhaustible mine of interest and instruction. Your press could 
have rendered no better service to the public than by such an eddtion of such 
a work. I am gentiemen, rery truly, yours, 

ALONZO POTTER. 

{From JRev. W. Adams, D.D.f Pador of itoMstm Sqwxrt Presbyterian Churdi) 

New York City, Uh Noo^ 1865. 
Messrs. Pabet A McMillait: 

Gentiemen — I rejoice in the republication of Quetnd on the Ootpds, It is the 
life-labour of a good and great man. We owe more to the Jansenists than has 
been acknowledged. Here and there may remain in Pascal, Thomas a'Kkxpis, 
and QuKSKEL, Romish notions — ^flies in the ointment— which are easily separated 
from the fragrant mass. There is an uncommon richness, pith, and quaintness, 
in the Reflections of Quesnel, which will secure for them that esteem they de- 
serve, when they are better known. The exoeUent taste and judgment of the 
American Editor are a pledge that every weed has been culled from this garden 
of spices. Tory respectfully, your obt. serrt., 

W. ADAMS. 

(JAiom the Bev, Dr. Alexander, Piutor of (he Fifth Avenue and Nineteenth Street 

Pre^/ytaHan Chwrch, JVew York.) 

New York, OcL 24, 1866. 

The work of Quesnel on the Gospels is a series of Devotional Reflections, which 
has commanded the suffrages of Protestants. As corrected, it is, in my opinion, 
more Aill of holv suggestion, especially for ministers of the Word, than any 
similar writing; Indeed, it breathes the best spirit of Gerson, Pascal, and Fnra- 
LON. But its chief glory is its condemnation by the famous Constitution Un- 
QEMiTus of Pope Clement tiie Eleventh. I rcgoice in the republication of a book 
80 precious. JAMES W. ALEXANDER. 



PARRT A MCMILLAN'S PTTBLICATIONS. 



QUESNEL ON THE GOSPELS— Opinions op the Peess. 

" This world-renowned work, the richest product of Jansenist Theology, im- 
presfied with the imprimatur of the Pope's anathema, is now for the first time 
published in this countrjr. * * * * It will be read in this country, as it 
£aa long been in £iu^pe, by thousands, to their spiritual edification." — BibUocU 
Mepertory and Princdon Jieview. 

"We hardly know any thing like it for sweetness, insight, and unction. 
QuEsmcL was singularly discriminating, and the Confessional — good coming out 
of what is usually terrible eyil — laid bare before him the human heart. There 
are fearful traces of this in the book, especially in r^ard to the kinds of sin 
which QuESNXL feels to -be most common. The Talue of the work does not con- 
sist so much in logical conclusions, or didactic depth, as in a kind of French 
ingenuity — a something which, free from its sweetnesb and solemnity, would 
be akin to wit. /Qe is l^t upon the biographical passages and every-day inci- 
dents of the Oospels." — Premyterian Quarterly. 

""We think that all good people, and clergymen especially, will greatly enjoy 
and be largely profited by these ' Reflections.' They are not a comment on the 
Oospels, but each verse is followed by a few lines suggesting its spiritual rich- 
ness and beauty, and often opening its religious sense with charming and sur* 
{(rising force. The volumes are admirably printed in large and fidr type, and 
n excellent taste." — Oangr^icUionaUst. 

" We doubt not that ministers and private Christians will find these volumes 
to be a storehouse of spiritual treasures." — N. Y. Observer. 

"We can commend the work as spiritual, rich, copious, original, and abound- 
ing in earnest and fluent applications of Scripture truth, to the inward expe- 
rience and practical life of tiie believer." — Prexhyierian. 

" Qttesitel was one of that noble band of Jansenists who stand forth in such 
blessed inconsistency in l^e history of Popery, and who have made the name 
of Port Royal dear to many a Protestant by the words and acts of such saint«d 
men as Pasoal, Arnauld, Nicole, and St. Ctban. On the first issue of this work, 
in 1671, it was hailed with delight by many divines in the Romish Church, and 
had a large circulation. But it had too much of Jesus inlt for the Society of 
Jesus, and hence Jesuit fi*aud and force never rested until it was condemned 
by the Pope, although it is a well-established &ct that as a man he approved 
and admired the book. Accordingly, after forty years of struggle, the fiimons 
bull Unigenitus was issued in 1714, condemning one hundred and one propo- 
sitions taken from this book, most of which are simple utterances of the Gospel. 
This bull is added in an appendix, and is a curious document. * * • « it 
breathes a pure, lofty, and unworldly spirituality, that is greatly wanting in 
the prevalent type of our modem piety." — WaMiman and (^server. 

" The work is a mine of the sweetest and richest Moral Refiections to be found 
in Christian literature, and cannot fiiil to awaken in every pious heart the live- 
liest emotions of spirituality." — JF^nsylvania Inquirer. 

"The author of this work was a French Catholic divine, who flourished in the 
latter part of the seventeenth and the beginning of the eighteenth century. 
He gave ofTence to the Court of Rome by an edition of the works of Pope Leo 
the Great, which he published in 1674; but the production that excited the 
greatest animosity against him is that which is here reproduced, (with many 
omlsdons and corrections, indeed,) under the sanction of two eminent men — 
the one an Episcopalian, the other a Presbyterian. As the work now stands, 
little or nothing will be found in it to which Evangelical Protestants will not 
render a cordial assent, and it is confessedly one of the richest treasuries of 
practical and spiritual thought, connected with this portion of Scripture, to be 
•fovaid in any language." — Puritan Eecorder. 



PABBT * MoHIIiLAirS PUBUCATIOI!l& 



BT BUFUB WILMOT ORISWOLD. 

I. THE POBTS AND POETRY OP AMERICA. 
11. THE FEMALE POETS OF AMERICA, 
in. THE PROSE WRITBR8 OF AMERICA. 

Tee Poets and Poetry of America, 

Bj RuFUB W. Griswold. ContainiDg Biographical and 
Critical Memoirs, and the best Poems of all the best 
Poets. Sixteenth edition. With Portraits on Steel 
of Dana, Bryant, Peroiyal, Longfellow, Gallagher, 
Poe, Cooke, Lowell, Taylor. Carefully revised, re- 
arranged, much enlarged, and brought down to the 
year 1855. 1 vol. royal 8vo, cloth, gilt - $3.00 

**It b perfonning a Taluable service when a man of taste and inlbrmatioa 
rnnkes a suitable, well-assorted selection, and guides the friend of poetry in his 
rambles through those grores from which be might otherwise be deterred liy 
their immensity. Such serrice has been rendered by Mr. Okiswold in his ' Poets 
and Poetry of America.' ** — From Baron Frxdekick von Raumeb, of Pruuifi. 

" We doubt whether .there Is another man in America who could have been 
Ibund to devote so much industry, not to say drudgery, as was otUed fbr in 
such an undertaking. Sure we are that no such man could have been found 
who would have done it so well." — From the New York Oaurier and Enquirer. 

*<The editor has executed his task with Industry, skill, and t^ste. No man 
in this country is probably so fitmiliar with this branch of American literature^ 
not only in regard to its most ancient, but most obscure authors." — Fran tkA 
Neu) York Evening Pott. 

" No collection of American poetry at all comparable to it in extent, complete- 
ness, (Mr general merit, has ever been issued." — From the JJbany Evening JoumdL 

** Mr. Gbiswold has succeeded as well in his book as the nature of the caae 
admitted. His patient research and general correctness of taste are worthy of 
praise; his diffloulties and temptations would have extenuated fitr graver errors 
than be has committed, and his volume well deserves the approbation it has 
received."— JVom the North American Review, (by E. P. Whipflb.) 

'* We must not forget to thank Mr. OaiswoLD for his good taste and good 
feeling. It would be difficult to overpraise either." — From the London Eeaminer. 

"We think In this beautiful volume the reader will find nearly all fhat is 
worth reading in American poetry." — From the Boston Morning PbsL 

** Mr. Griswold'b work is honourable to the character and genius of the Aineil- 
ean people." — F^m Thos. Campbell, author of ^^ The PUastires qfHope." 

"The critical and bioprraphical notes are brief, but discriminative and 
Sant"— ^on» Bieftop Pottsb's '^Hand-Book for Seaden." 



PAKXT * MgWILLAirS 



Tbh Female Poets of America, 

By Rvrus W. QuawoLo. .Ctmtaining extended Critioal 
and BiogTi^hic&l Notices, with Poems, Chrooolof^ 
call; Arranged. Fiflb edition: oontinned to 1856. 
With Portraits on Steel of Maria Brooks, Franoea S. 
Osgood, Alice Carej, Julia TVard Howe, &o. 1 vol. 
royal 8io, cloth, gilt $3.00 

"Terr mn, iiiUI th? oppndte, Hid tht liigh >bllltl« m nqnlnn) Ibr Uut 

wotalloii of everj pocnllarity of tbe ihIOkU of rowarch, rtBtchJ Jel (ilUlftll| 
pplrlted jet wlnale — »nd. MboT« ftt], thkt gronplog of the whole In otv hjBtolial 
Edcture of national eenlui, irhlclj an demviijed b; the enterprlie irbicli Ttu 

comMostton 'of™Dwlid" and sklU u uncommon u U 1b delbhUuL Hta 
Mognipblca] DinatJreB dlnplsj l greit deal of eplHt snd tact Hll erltklmis 

with th»t ll)«plr«tton from which the torMa thomaoWei tiro IIowbI. They lus 
Karchlng, truthful, cnTupreheoelTO, and andld In their chuACter, IDd Alvajl 
gACftful uid elegant 1q atjle/' — Frrm U\t JVcic llrrA^ 2Vi6uiic. 
" Of al] Mr. Gmswold'B TarloDB worka, the preeanl sTinwfl the m*l«t tdpiBph 



porttnn of Uw is™ 
bcttDg the maUirli 



"Dr. GEiairou bu perfhrmed the dutl4« of bla vndertfllilnr wlUi i dlJlgeDca, 
& taate, and a dlicrlmlnatlon. wbk-b we rlonbt vhetber any other man In tbtg 
COUDtrj could have equallod. The Helectiona are coploua aod JndlcIou^ and 

obrloualy besn taken to obtain nuterlalt fbr the vork. and Co brini^ tc>getber 
w^urate Information In regard to the autfaora. A vwy large portich of tbo 

Cig hiie been gtrea to Ibe editor eipnaly Ibr tbli mllectloD, Tbe work 
IbereforBploa greBlBiteoLlhe valaeof anorlglDiUmoaoctlon bjtbenmi- 
. Uud aOorta of our (nnale pceta."— nm Houiannd ViuiStHom. 

win the (freateat triumpba. It la Aill of cnrloua and euterlalnlog I 
»nd gonial and eleHadterlllclam; and amoDjtlta content! are nearly oi 
naw poemi, tiy ooi moa' dliUngulabed female vritan."— A™ Uu X 
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Tme Prose Writers of America, 

With an Introductory Survey of the Intellectual History, 
Condition, and Prospects of the Country. By Rufus 
W. Griswold. Illustrated with Portraits of Edwards, 
Irving, Audubon, Story, Wilde, Prescott, Kennedy, 
Emerson, and Hoffman. 1 vol. royal 8vo, cloth, 
gilt .- - $3.00 

** It will be an Important and interesting contribution to onr national litera- 
ture. The range of authors is very wide, the biographical notices full and inte- 
resting. I am surprised that the author has been able to collect so many par- 
ticulars in this way. The selections appear to me to have been made with 
discrimination, and the criticism shows a sound taste and a correct apprecia- 
tion of the qualities of the writers, as well as I can judge." — From Wm. H. 
Febscott, author of ^*Ferdinand and Isabella.** 

" Dr. Rupus W. Griswold is the most learned bibliographer in the oountrx 
His book is a welcome one to us, and we presume will be so to the public, coni- 
pleting. as it does, the view of American literature of which his other work — 
The Poets of America^r-formed the first part. We confess that we do not agree 
with Dr. Qriswold's estimate of some of the authors whose names appear in 
this work. We have, however, been long enough conversant with the literary 
world, to tolerate great latitude of opinion in regard to the merits of authors, 
and have ceased long ago to quarrel with those who do not happen to think of 
our &TOurite writers as we do, or who praise, as we imagine, without good 
cause. We are glad to possess, in this form, portions of many authors whose 
entire works we should never own, and, if we did, should probably never find 
time to read. We confess our obligations to the author also for the personal 
information concerning them which he has collected in the memoirs prefixed to 
their writings. These are written in a manner creditable to the research, ability, 
and kindness of the author." — From the New York Evening Post, (1)y Mr. Brtakt.) 

** The design has been executed with candour, discrimination, and unques- 
tionable ability. It has raised our opinion of Mr. Geiswold's literary powers 
far beyond any estimate which we had formed from his previous efforts. There 
is a range of sympathy, a variety of knowledge, and a breadth and comprehen- 
siveness of taste, which few men in the country could have exhibited. The 
independence of thought and fearlessness of criticism which are displayed are 
eminently worthy of commendation, on a subject and in a country where there 
is so great a lack of both. The introductory sketch is written with an ardent 
amor patrice., and sets the literary pretensions of the country upon as high a 
ground as they can be placed by any man; and, whether it be that we partake 
of Mr. Griswold's national partiality, or have been stirred by his glowing inte- 
rest, it has appeared to us, as We read, that his claims for American genius and 
art were not beyond the measure of truth and justice. His notices of several 
of the authors are as able specimens of particular criticism as we are acquainted 
-with.**— From Morris and Wilus's Home Journal. 

" The book now before us is more than respectable : it is executed ably, and 
In many parts brilliantly. In some resperts it is an extraordinary work, such 
as few men in America, perhaps, except the author, could have produced, and 
he only after years of sedulous investit^ation and under many advantages of 
circumstance or accident. The distribution of the various writers into their 
cla!«sos, and the selection of representatives of each cIhss, or type, exhibit mudl 
Bklll."— .FVtim the Knickerbocker j {by the late Horace Binnet Wallace.) 



PAKRT ft MCMILLAN'S PUBLICATIONS. 



Read's Illustrated Poems, 

PoemSi bj T. Buchanan Read. A new and enlarged 
edition. Beautifully illustrated with designs by emi- 
nent artists, and finely engraved on steel. Cloth, 
extra, gilt edge - - - - - - $3.50 

Turkey morocco ------ 6.00 

Cloth, without illustrations - - - * 1.00 

**We do not Jiaitate to dedare ottr opinion that Mr. Read is the most promising 
of the liwng transeUlantic poets. We know of no other American (with the 
donbtful exception of £dgar Poe) havin),; so much real feeling as is shown in 
Bome of his verses. It presents a refreshing contrast with the cold and clever 
manu&ctures which most of his contemporaries would impose upon us as expres- 
sions of feeling. Mr. Ksad has a very high sense of natural b^uty : this kind 
of description is his forte. We offer no apology for quoting the whole of the 
exquisite poem called *The Closing Scene.' This is unquestionably the hest 
Amerirxtn poem we have met with ; indcjed it iSy with one or two exceptions, the only 
American poem we have read, or eouid have read over and over again. It Is an 
addition to the permanent stock of poetry in the English language. The first 
thirteen stansas, taken by themselves, constitute a truly inspired little poem. 
Tennyson himself^ the great modern master of that kind of description which 
employs the object of outward nature as a language for human feeling, has 
scarcely surpassed, in its way, this poem, which in our opinion merits the fame 
that Oray's odebrated ^EUgy* has obtained, without deserving it nearly so toeU. The 
feeling of the three opening stanzas — the only unexceptionable passage of more 
than two or three lines in Qray's poem — ^is here sustained to a &r greater length, 
and with much simpler language and Imagery. Mr. Rkad's volume affords 
other equally remarkable instances of perception and polish." — North British 
£eview. 

"It is pleasant to turn to a volume of poetry like Mr. Read's, and not the 
less so, as enabling us to pay a most willing tribute to American genius. When 
an American poet is not only known but reprinted here, it is clear that his 
genius is of a more universal and general character, touching the heart as such, 
not as an American or English heart. Pure, tender, sympathizing, and hopeful, 
with an eye observant of nature and an ear well trained to give melodious 
expression to every turn of thought — simple and unpretending in the choice of 
Bufejects, but touching each with fresh, genuine feeling — ^there are not many 
modern writers of verse who have supplied us with such a pleasant book of 
desultory reading. • • * • One poem, called * The Closing Scene.' in which 
the thoughts, measure, and cadence are in happy harmony, we are obliged un- 
vrillingly to curtail. A description of late and dreary Autnmn, given with 
American accuracy of scene-painting, ushers in a picture of Mling and sorrow* 
tdl humanity." — Christian BemembranceTf (a London Quarterly J^view.) 

** A poet, whose &me, both at home and abroad, heightens with each suoces- 
■ive production, and widens as the knowledge of his work extends." — WW*s dt 
Morrises Home Journal. 

" The volume we have now the pleasure of introducing to our readers abounds 
with delicately-pictured imafi^os, a rich, luxuriant fiincy, and hi/h-toned senti- 
ments, marked by a touching and polished simplicity. * * * All Is mirrored in 
the poet's soul like the beautifully brilliant foliage which his genius pieturat 
on the bosom of the quiet stream or sequestered lake." — Amerioan Qmritr. 



PASBT A MoMILLAN*S PUBI<lGATIONi. 



The New Pastoral. 

A Poem. By Thos. Buchanan Bead. 1 vol. 12mo, 
cloth $1.00 

** We muit glre Mr. Bxab tlie eredlt Ibr writing the only good pastoral poem 
of the present day." — EMUnng BtUUtin. 

"Poetically imagined and beautifully expressed." — BaUmore American, 

" It will be ▼elcomed as thejlrtt truly American poem. We predict ibr it an 
immeuse circulation. It must become one of the indispensables for the centre- 
table in America, both in the palace and the cottage." — Mirm JoumaL ' 

** The New Pastoral supplies the vacant plaee in the literature of Amoioa, 
which Thomson and Gowper have filled in that of England ; and we feel proud 
of our young oountiyman when we say, equally well. His poem is purriy 
national — American in its scope, in its spirit, in its ideas, and in tlie exquMto 
pictures of rural life and manners which constitute its chief charm." — SeadiMff 
JMmocrai. 

" Mr. Rkad has given us a pastcxal poem of great smoothness of versification, 
naturalness of thought and expression, and abounding in passages of great 
beauty ; while over the whole is breathed a spirit of domestic and rustic quietude 
such as commends it to the gentler sympathies of the soul. It deserves to taka 
its place among the best of our fireside poetry." — N. T. Obierver, 

" American literature gets, in T?u New llastoralf a valuable acquisition." — 
Boaton Transcript. 

*t The author has, by this work, achieved Ibr himself a high position among 
American poets. * * * It will continue a * standard' in the literature of 
his country. * * * A chastened imagination has decked homely scenes 
with all the charms which it is the high power of poesy only to do, and painted 
American rural changes with a lifelike fidelity which stamps them fiNrovar 
upon the page." — Morning Newt. 

** We have the * New PastoraV finom the pen of Thomas BxiCHAif ak Rkad, a 
poet whose name and feme bid fiiir to become household words in America. In 
simple and flutelike prolongations of melody it breathes the soul of a new 
people, stirred by new experiences, dwelling m a fresh, young world." — Oom- 
mercial Reffitter. 

" The North BritMh Bemew pronounced one of Mr. Read's Ibrmer productions 
the best poem that had appeared from an American author. We think the 
poet's well-merited reputation will not suffer fi^m the present work. It is rich 
in the elements of a permanent popularity. The Just appreciation of nature; 
the beauty of description ; the trutl^ul pictures of simple, rural life ; the delicacy 
of sentiment; tlie overflowing of a gentle, loving heart, and the sweetly flowing 
numbers, cannot fail to win admirers, and gain new laurels Ibr the btwd. The 
feet that it is also, in all respects, a home production, thoroughly American in 
all its incidents and scenery, gives it additional charms." — I^xsbyterian, 

"It is written with sincerity and feeling: there are descriptions which have 
great truth of detail, and the poem has the great merit of a subdued and natural 
tone." — Putnam's Monthly. 

"The lovers of sound moral sentiment most sweetly expressed, and of ths 
bright portraiture of nature in her peaceful scenes and moods, will find in tills 
volume a great deal to elevate, to interest, and to refine." — Natehet Cbicnsr. 
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The House by the Sea. 

A Poem. By Thos. Buchanan Read. 1 vol. 12mo. 
Cloth $0 76 

"The plot of <The House by the Sea' If cleverlj InTolred, and well worked 
out; the charaeten are dramatic and distinct; and the general effect of the 

whole la Iwoad and harmonious We may congratulate America on the 

adrent of another poet destined to share the laurels of Longfellow and 
Bryant*'— Xomfon MhemoBum, May 31, 1866. 

*' One of our truest poets is Thomas Buchanan Read." — Edgar A. Bot. 

**• It is along time since we have read a poem with which we were better 
pleased. . . . The story is told with exquisite grace, and a purity and clearness 
of diction that seem never to lapee. .... As a fiction, it is yery admirable. Its 
elements are in keying, and each in the combination is managed with such 
propriety that the effect la perfect."— 29ie QriUrion. 

** A poem which seems marked by all the delicacy of diction and polish, and 
simplicity of language and imagery, which hare placed Mr. Read In the first 
rank of American poets."— ^^Mton lYavelUr. 

'* We do not hesitate to say that, for exquisite beauty and pathos, both of 
sentiment and expression, it will take rank among the first poems of the day.** 
•--Ihiritan Recorder. 

** Mr. Read has more real poetic fire in his composition — ^more of that rare 
and delicate capacity for exquisitely reflecting the almost hidden points in all 
that is beautiful in the material and immaterial — than any poet who has eyer 
liyed on this side of the water."— Cbr. New York Mirror. 

** This yolnme exhibits the delicacy of diction and the fine poetic spirit which 
we noticed in Mr. Read's former writings." — SpiKopal Recorder. 

** If Mr. Reed bad never before written a line of poetry, this poem would 
■tamp him at once a true poet. .... It is entirely a work of imagination, alle- 
gorical in its character, and deep and intricate in its plot .... We regard 
* The House by the Sea' as the best of Mr. Reed's lengthy poems. It is another 
bright leaf in his cbaplet, and a valuable contribution to the literature of the 

country Full of the most beautiful thoughts and imagery, and may be 

read again and again with instruction and pleasure." — JPmntyhyania Inquirer. 

** The elements of *Tbe House by the Sea' are weird and darkly Imaginative. 
They prove Mr. Read to be possessed of more imagination than his critics have 

given him credit for The grace and sweetness of some of its parts will 

leave a pleasant aroma in the mind." — JSoTne Journal. 

" In the management of what may be called the spiritual, or perhaps the 
Infernal, machinery of the poem, Mr. Reed has shown remarkable power. He 
haa contrived everywhere u> Indicate the supernatural by signs and hints, 
rather than by direct revelation. The secret thus gradually leaks out to the 
apprehension of the reader, in the manner which Coleridfce loved so much, 

and which he practised with so much success * The House by the Sea' is 

something quite unlike any thing he has before written — we had almost said 
unlike any thing before written by anybody. It is, In the strictest aoceptatinn 
of ttie term, a work of the imagination, purely original, and of a high order. 
No one could have written it but a poet and a man of geninn."— North 
American. 

" 'The House by the Sea,' It seems to us, will be more permanently popular 
than any of his former works. It is crowded with paxsages that eling tena- 
ciously to the memory and leave in the mind a pleasant recollection of past 
delight .... Mr. Read has mental resources that will enable him to bide his 
time, and, if we mistake not^ his name Is destined to stand high among thoss 
tlutt the world * will not willingly let die.' **— Argus. 
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Lectures on English His tor Yy 

As illustrated by Shakspeare's Chronicle Plays, and on 
Tragic Poetry. By Henry Reed. Edited by his bro- 
ther, William B. Beed. 1 vol. 12mo - $1.25 

''Beginning with the dim legendary period on which Lear and Qymbeline 
shed a few rays of light, Mr. Reed, in these exquisite essays — for such, rather 
than lectures, they are — traces the varied course of English history down to the 
▼erge of the Poet's own day — the reign of Henry the Eighth and the birth of 
Elizabeth; and it is wonderful to be made to understand, by the continuity of 
such a mode of illustration, how complete the course is. Marlborough's con- 
fession of ignorance was not so great as one is apt to think, when he said that 
all he Icnew of English history he learned from Shakspeare's plays; and Mr. 
Reed shows us now how complete, and thorough, and accurate, the Poet's know- 
ledge was. There is throughout a happy blending of criticism and history, and 
withal, in perhaps a greater degree than in Mr. Reed's former volume, that 
transparency of fityle which reveals in every page the pure and gentle character, 
the strong intelli<<ence and high morality, of the author. No one that begins 
this little bool^ will lay it down till it is finished. It is, too, suited to all tastes 
and all ages." — Nortli American. 

"We welcome another valuable contribution to English beUet4ettreSy from the 
papers of the late Professor Henrt Rsxd. With happy originality, the historical 
plays of Shakspeare are made the basis of lectures upon English history — not 
the less instructive because adorned with all the graces of poetry. The theme 
is t£us relieved from any scholastic dulness, and made attractive to those who 
read for amusement, as well as to severe students. • * • * The present 
volume is invested with much of the interest of a personal memoir, by the judi- 
cious introduction of extracts from the private correspondence of the lamented 
author." — OUy Item. 

" In this work, the lovers of English literature and English history again 
have the privilege of reading the emanations of one of the most cultivated minds 
of which our country can boast Professor Reed's style is beautifully chaste and 
powerfully correct — possessing none of those redundances which are like a 
withered branch, but close yet free, elegant, but not youthfiilly florid. ♦ * ♦ • 
It is no ordinary work, but one that from its importance marks an era in litera- 
ture." — PennsylvanCan. 

** Professor Reed has gained a transatlantic reputation of which any one might 
be proud ; and it is enough for the work before us to say that it will add in a 
high degree to that reputation. * * * * These Lectures require no praise. No 
one can read them without adding materially to his stock of information, or 
without being impressed by the judicious relation of &cts, the taste in illustr»- 
Hon, or the purity of language everywhere displayed." — BuUetin. 

"These Lectures show a knowledge not only of the text of England's greatest 
bard, but a deep and critical examination of their suggestions, and we believe 
will be found to be of inestimable value, as commentaries upon the genius of him 
who has long puzzled the acumen of scholars, and given food for thought to the 
great minds of every age. That they are valuable additions to the historical 
literature of our country, no one who knows Professor Reed's ability can for a 
moment doubt. • * * * For the collection of his works we are indebted to the 
affectionate regard of his brother, Wiluam B. Reed, Esq. ; and we cannot take 
leave of the volume without expressing our satis&ction with the manner in 
which that gentleman has executed the i»BkJ*— Argus. 
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BEEjys Lectures on English Literature. 

Lectures on English Literature, delivered in the Chapel 
Hall of t-he University of Pennsylvania by Professor 
Henry Heed. With a Portrait. Edited by his brother, 
William B. Reed. 1 vol. 12mo, cloth - $1.25 

{Extraati of a letter fivm Professor C. C. Feltow, of Harvard.] 

Caubridoe, May 21, 1855. 
OmrTLBMEN: 

I have read, with much pleasure and instruction, the Lectures of the late 
Professor Re£D, on English Literature, published by you. 

Among the greatest improvements made in our higher schools within a few 
years, there is none, in my opinion, more important than the increased atten- 
tion paid to the study of English Literature, as an essential element of educa- 
tion. * * * * As a guide and companion in this department of education, 
the volume of Professor Reed's Lectures appears to me truly admirable. The 
subject Is treated in a comprehensive and able manner. The style of the Lee* 
tuivs is pure and graceful : the criticism judicious : the general principles clearly 
stated, and illustrated with careful thought and comprehensive study: the 
moral and religious tone is every thing that could be desired for a work to be 
put into the hands of the young ; and I know of no book, in that department 
of elegant letters, better suited to cultivate and purify the taste, and to excite 
the enthusiasm of pupils. 

I am, gentlemen, yery respectfttUy, yours, G. C. FELTON. 

Messrs. Pa&bt k McMillan. 

** The book is in every way a most creditable contribution to the Library of 
Critical Literature." — London Leader. 

** These Lectures bear the marks of ripe scholarship and an accomplished 
mind." — Pre^ytaian. 

«The Lectures are of the highest order, both in scholarship, sound sense, and 
gracefulness of style, and show a thorough mastery of his subject that only a 
ikmiliar acquaintAuoe with the original sources could have given. There is 
also a moral purity and a Christian spirit running through them that is pecu- 
liarly pleasing." — Watchman and Observer. 

****** If any thing could bring consolation to the friends of Professor 
RxED Ibr his untimely loss, it is that he left his MSS. in such a complete and 
Bcholai^like preparation that the public will receive them as a national benefit. 
* * * * The third lecture of the volume, on the English language, is in 
itself a monument of the varied and extensive learning and acquiremeuts of the 
lamented author, which would hand down his name to posterity as one of the 
gifted of the nineteenth century." — NaUonai InteUigenoer. 

** A posthumous work, and a noble monument to the memory of the distin- 
niished Professor, whose loss in the Arctic created such an intense sorrow in 
the city of his birth, education, and active life, and such an overwhelming sense 
of calamity wherever his just fiune had spread." — Home Journal. 

** These lectures, or rather essays, are of surpassing beauty and excellence. 
We know not where to look ibr a volume so admirably adapted to the wants of 
a large class of young readers, who desire to direct their reading inteUigently 
And profitably."— Awton TraveUer. 
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Taws Fortnight Ramble. 

Tam'B Fortnight Ramble, and other Poenuu By Tbomas 
Mackxllab. 216 pages, 12mo • r • $0.75 

<< He Is ft man of geniiu, with a heart af tender aa a iroman'a^ w]k> would 
hare been effeminate from over-delicacy of oonBtrnctlon, bnt for the masculine 
necenity of getting a UTelibood. I like him.''— N. P. Willis. 

** Many of his sonneta bear upon them the richness of genlna, and awaken 
those feelings which nothing but true poetry can arouse." — Hon. J. R. Gbandlxb. 

"We hesitate not to pronounce him a genuine poet." — ^Bey. J. W. Alix- 
ARDKB, D.O. 

" Tarn is no new acquaintance, either to us or to our readers; but one of those 
*<old, fiuniliar" friends who are cherished in our heart's core. The beauty bf bis 
▼ersOf not less than of his sentiments, has endeared him to thousands on thou- 
sands of the readers of the QazetU; and not unfrequently his cbeerftil strains, 
his poetry '* tipped with heavenliness," has made festival in many a sorrowing 
heart. Tam, or Mr. Mackkllar, to speak of him by his real name, is no pretty 
tiifler in verse, but an earnest man, writing on earnest suttjects, and striving 
to do good as well as to amuse. Such should ever be the high aim of poetry." 
—J. C. Nkal, editor qfNtaVs GazdU. 

** He touches every subject with ease and grace, and breathes life into that 
which was before inanimate." — Del. Oo. Eepub. 

" Written by our printer-poet, as the title indicates, in a season of relief ftom 
the persecution of publishers, printers, and proo&. The poetry is remarkable 
for its beautiful simplicity, high-toned morality, and earnest piety." — &ev. Br. 

SuMMxas. 

** Mr. Mackellab, has in him the poetry of pleasantry and pathos. Some paa- 
sages are touching, others amusing, and all evincing sound sense and discriml- 
nation. A rdigious vein runs through all, and the minor poems are the breath- 
ings of a hetu^ which seems to have the highest enjoyments amidst the domestic 
circle." — Ih-esbyterian, (Phila.) 

" This is a volume of poetry, in the best sense of the word ; true poetry, re* 
sponslve to nature and life, and to the heart of man. There is a charm— it is 
the power of inspiration — the charm of truth and nature, and of poetic feeling, 
blended with sacred charity— on almost every page, which invites and holds 
the willing eye and ear of the reader." — Christian Obterver. 

" He is a poet of nature and of the home affections, and he appeals to the 
heart with a gentle and persuasive force that only those who Ibel what they 
write can exercise. It is refreshing to turn irom the stilted rhymes and forced 
ideas of most of the writers of the present day, to the sweet and ploasaut thoughts 
that come upward from his heart to stir our sympathies and exact our admira- 
tion." — Evening News. 

*' The head and the heart of this author, although he is too modest to make 
high claims for either, in truth require no gratuitous commendation. His 
muse has indeed the truth, and depth, and insight of poetry, lacking only the 
paRsionateness, fire, and rapture with which its sometimes grandeur, oftener 
giddiness, intoxicates the fiincy. It is a gentle, loving, hopeful, healthy hearti* 
ness that is the charm of his poems. The rhythm is smooth, the versification 
accurate, and the sentiment always beautiful. Extracts made anywhere at ran* 
dom from this book would show how just the character we ascribe to the 'writer* 
and how tame the nraise we have given to his poetry." — ^Dr. ISldkk. 
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